Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



H<,.i-< „ Google 



H<,.i-< „ Google 



H<,.i-< „ Google 



BOOKS PTJBLIbnED 

IN' CLUE AND GOLD. 



LofigfiUovi^ s Poeiiis. 2 vols. 

7.ongf allow' s Frase. 2 vols. 

Whittit^s Ponns, 2 volt 

Lsi^ Himfi Poems. 3 mis, 

Tennyson's Poems. 2 vols, 

Getald Masssy's PoHiis. 

LowdPs Poems. 2 vols. 

Pei-cival's Poeiiis. a vols. 

MotAsr^fdl's Peenis. 

Owen MefoUiJi's Posins. 

Owen Meredith's Liidk, 

Sydh^ Dokll 's Poe/iis. 

Bowrin^s Matttis and Vespers. 

AUiughaids Poemi. 

Horace. Translated by Theodove Martin. 

Mrs. yaiiiesoiis Cha-raeteristics of Womeit, 

Mrs. ^meson's Loses of the Poets. 

Mrs. yaiaesofCs Diary. 

Mrs. Jameson's Sketches of Art. 

Mrs, yainesan's Legends of the MadontM 

Mrs. Jamesan's Pialian Painters. 

Mrs. Jamesot^s Studies and Stories. 

Saxis Paetas. 

Cloiigh's Poeiiis. 

ffoimfs's Poems. 

■AdeLtide Pi-octer's Poesn', 



H<,.i-< „ Google 



H<,.i-< „ Google 



'^ 




.< „ Google 



POEMS 



J II K a. S A I E . 



B O STOK: 
Fill]!. r>S, OSGOOD, & CO., 



H<,.i-< „ Google 



In !!ie ClBi&'B (imce o 



H<,.i-< „ Google 



PEOGBESS, AKD OTFIEK P(fEMS. 

Bedioatioa ., ^ . l .,,.,.. . 3 

Progress i A Sutlre ......... ^ > « S 

The Proud Mies MaoBrlde .......... 23 

ThB Briefless BarriBtef ...... i. .... 85 

Ehyme of the Bail » . . S8 

The Rape of the Lock 4k 

A Ehyiaed Epistle Bi 

The Dog Days , . . , 58 

Oq a Becent Clnasic Controversy .,,..., SO 

The Ghost-Player.. ............ 61 

On an Ill-Bead Lawyer ..>,... 03 

A Benedict's Appeal to a Bachelor .-...., 64 

Boys 68 

Womon'fl Will 69 

The Cold-water Man . . ' 70 

On oil Ugly Person sitting for s. Da^eiTotype . . . VB 

A College Remiaiscenoe , . .. q T4 

Family Qoarrels ....,..,, .i... T? 

SoDDet to 11 Clam ... .......«». 73 

A Seaaonalile Petition ~ .......... 7e 

Guneopathy ............... ^ SO 

A Philosophical Query ... o ....... fiS 



H<,.i-< „ Google 



tv CONTBKTS. 

Comic Miflovies . 

The Oia Chnpal-Bel! 

The Lody Ana ,..,.., 

Gh'lliood ............... 

Bei'aaTenient ............. 

My Boyhood , ..,.., 

The Times 

Carmen LKtuiu -,.,.. 

TheDsvilofNamea. . ..o ..... . 

Pliaethon 

PyniDius and Thisbe , . . o 

Poljpberons and Ulyssea .,. ««,.,, , 
OrptenB and Eui-jdico .,....., 

THE MONBY-KIKG, AfJB OTHEE POEMS. 
Dedicution ..,.>......... 

Pi-efliuo - . , ^ I, . . . ■ , 

The Money-King ... ^ ... .... . 

I 'm Growhig Old . . , . . 

Spes eat Vates > . . . , 

The Wftj of the World, ..,.,..., 

The Head and the Heart o . , 

My Castle In Spain ........... 

A Eefleotlye Betrospect . ■ ^ 

'Do you think ha is Man'Ied?' ....... 

Early Rising ............. 

Idenl and lieai . , . . . ^ . . v <. . . . 

How the Jloney goes . 

TiiIeofoDoe . . . o 

LMo JeiTjr, tlie Miilof . ,...*.... 

How Cyms laid the Cable ........ 

The Jolly Marhier ....... ^ .. , 

Te Tailyor-Maa ........... 

ToTm and Couulry: an Eclogue ...... 

My Familiar , . , . i . . 



H<,.i-< „ Google 



TheE 

Denth 

NeCtt 
Clara I 
Cloefc 
Wisliii 

Ho-Ho 
TomE 
Fost-P 

Bonne! 
TheC 

AugllB 

TePei 
ThflL 
Anaon 
TheC 
Whei-e 

The Pi 
Epigra 
Thai?! 



H<,.i-< „ Google 



H<,.i-< „ Google 



PEOeEESS, 



OTHBK POEMS. 



.< „ Google 



H<,.i-< „ Google 



IBrjonrpriralBVb 
peisoniil ti^euOsliip. I hesitate Kwi to byilII myself of your Mei. 
poTDiiBalau to uae your name hj SJs pluoeT rfy<» !t wbb Erently 
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PEOGKESi: 



In tiia, our happy and ' progresaive ' age, 
When all alike ambiijous cares engage ; 
When beai-cUess bojs to sudden sages gi'ow, 
And ' Miss ' her nurse abandons for a beau ; 
When for their dogmas Non-Resistants fight, 
When dunces lecture, aud when dandies writa 
When, martial honors to the children thrown, 
Each five-foot minor is a ' Major ' grown ; 
When matrons, seized with oratorio pangs, 
Gire happy birth to niaisculine harangues. 
And spinsters, trembling for the nation's fatf , 
Neglect their stockings to preserve the State ; 
When orific-wits tlieir brazen lustre shed 
On golden authors whom they never read. 
With parrot prMse of ' Koraan grandeur ' spCii, 
And in bad English eulogize the Greek ; — 
When facta like these no reprehension bring, 
May not, uncensm'cd, an Attorney sing ? 
In sooth he may ; and though ' unborn ' to cUmb 
Parnassus' heights, and ' build the lofty rhyme,' 
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G PROGRESS ! 

Tbougli FiACCus fret, and wariiingly advise 
That ' middling verses gods and meu. despise,' 
Yet will lie sing, to Taakee license true, 
lu spite of Horace and ' MineiTa ' too I 

My theme is Pbogkess, — never-tiring theme 
Of prosing dulness, and poetic dream ; 
Beloved of Optimists, ivlio still protest 
Wliatever happens happens for the best | 
Who prate of ' evil ' as a thing unknown, 
A fancied color, or a seeming tone, 
A vague oMmera cherished by the dnll. 
The empty product of an emptier skull. 
Expert bgicjans they I — to show at ivill, 
By ill philosophy, that nanght le ill 1 
Should some dy rogue, the city's constant curse, 
Deplete your pocket anjl relieve your purse, 
Or if, approaching with ill-omened tread, 
Some bolder bm-glai break your house and headf 
Hold, friend, thy rage 1 nay, let the rascal flee ; 
No evil has been done tlie world, or thee : 
Here comes Philosophy will make it plain 
Thy seenuag loss is universal gain 1 
' Thy heap of gold waa clearly grown too great, -— 
T were best the poor should share thy large estate 
While misej's gather, that the knaves should eteal. 
Is most conducive to the general weal ; 
Thus thieves the wrongs of avarice efface, 
And stand the friends and stewards of the it,C3 ; 
Thus evei'y moral ill but serves, in fact, 
Some otlier equal ill to coanteraet.' 
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Subliifte Pbilosoptyl — benignant ligbt! 
Whieli sees in every pair of wrongs, s. right ; 
Whicb iiuds no evil or in sin or pain, 
And proyes tliat decalogues are wilt in vain 1 

Hail, mighty Pbogbess 1 — loftiest we find 
Thy stallung strideB in science of (lie mind. 
Wliat boots it now tbat Lockb was learned and wise ? 
What boots Jt now that men have ears and ey^ ? 
'Pure Keasott' in their stead now hears and sees. 
And walks apart in stately scorn of these ; 
Laughs at 'experience,' spurns 'induction' hence, 
Scouting ' tbe senses,' and transcending sense. 
No more shall flippant ignorance inqnire, 
'If German breasts may feel poetic fire,' 
Hor German dulne^ write ten folios fuU, 
To show, for once, that Dut^ihmen are not dulL' 
For here Philosophy, acute, refined. 
Sings all the marvels of the human mmd 
In strains .so passing -dainty sweet' to hear, 
That e'en the nursery turns a ravished ear 1 
Here Wit and Fancy in scholastic bowers 
Twine beauteous wi-eaths of metaphysic flowers; 
Here Speculation pours her dazzling light. 
Here grand Invention wings a daring flight, 
And floara ambitious to the lofty moon, 
"Whence, haply, freighted with some precious boon, 
Some oid ' Phibsaopby ' in fc^ incased, 
Or new ' Keligion ' for the changing taate, 
She straight descends to Learning's blest abodes, 
Jnsl simulUneous with the Pari'j mo:les I 
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Here Plato's dogmas eloquently speak, 
Hot as of yore, in grand and graceful Greek, 
But, (quite beyond the dreaming sage's hope 
Of future glory in his fancy's scope,) 
Translated dovm, as by some wizard touch, 
Find ' immortality ' in. good high Dutch I 

Happy the youth, in this our golden age, 
Condemned no more to con the proey page 
Of Locke and Bacon, antiquated fools, 
Now juslly banished from our moral schools. 
By eaaer modes philosophy ia taught, 
Than through the medium of laborious thought, 
Imagination kindly serves instead, 
And saves the pupil many an aching head. 
Room for the sages I — hither comes a throng 
Of blooming Platoa trippingly along. 
In dress how fitted to beguile the fair I 
What intellectual, stately heads — of tair I 
Hart to the Oracle I — to Wisdom's tone 
Breathed in a fragrant zephyr of Cologne. 
That boy in gloves, the leader of the van, 
Talks of the ' outer ' and the ' inner man,* 
And knits his ^rlish brow in stout resolve 
Some mountain-sized ' idea ' to ' evolve.' 
Delusive toil I — thus in their infant days, 
When eliildreii mimic manly deeds in plays, 
Long will they sit, and eager ' bob for whale ' 
Within the ocean of a water-pail 1 
The nest, whose looks unluckily reveal 
The ears portentous that his locks conceal, 
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Prates of tlie ' orbs ' with snch a knowing frown, 
Xou deem lie puffs some lithograpliio town 
In Western wilda, where yet unbroken ranks 
Of thrifty beavers bnild unchartered 'banks,' 
And prowling panthers occupy the lots 
Adorned with churches on the paper plots ! 
Bnt ah I what Buff'ring harp is tliia we hear? 
What jarring sounds invade the wounded ear? 
Who o'er the lyre a hand spasmodic flings. 
And grinds harsh discord from the tjirtured strings i 
The Sacred Muses, at the sound dismayed, 
Retreat disordered to their native shade. 
Anil Phcebtib laaatens to his high abode, 
And OrtpHEua frowns to hear an ' Orphic ode ' I 

Talk not, ye jockeys, of the wondrous speed 
That marks your Northern or your Southern steed - 
See Pif^ress fly o'er Education'^ course 1 
Not far-famed Derby owns a fleeter horse I 
On rare Improremont's ' short and easy ' road. 
How swifl her flight to Learning's blest abode ! 
In other times — 't was many years ago — 
The scholar's course was toilsome, i-ough, and slow, 
The fair Humaniljes were sought in tears. 
And came, the trophy of laborious yeai-s. 
Now Learning's shrine each idle youth may seek. 
And, spending there a shilling and a week, 
(At lightest cost of study, cash, and lungs,) 
Come back, like Bvmor, with a hundred tongues ! 

What boots such progcem, when the golden load 
From heedless haste is lost upon the road ? 
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When each great science, to the student's pace, 
Stands like the wicket in a hurdle race, 
Which to o'erleap is all the couraer'a mind, 
And aU his gloiy that 't is left behind ! 

Nor leaa, Progresa, are thy newest rulea 
Enforced and honored iu the ' Ladies' Schools;' 
Where Education, in its nobler aenae, 
Givea place to Learning's shallowest pretence ; 
Where hapli^s maids, in apite of wish or taste, 
On vain ' aceompliahmentB ' their momenls waste i 
By cruel parents here condemned to wrench 
Their tender throats in mispronouncing French ; 
Here doomed to force, hy unrelenting inocka, 
Beluctant music from a tortured box ; 
Here taught, in inky shades and rigid lines, 
To perpetrate equivocal ' designs ; ' 
'Drawings' that prove their title plaiidy tnie, 
By showing nature ' draivn,' and ' quartered ' too I 
In ancient times, I've heard my grandam tell, 
Toung maids were taught to read, and write, and 

(Neglected arts I once leaMted by rigid rules, 
As prime easentials in the ' common schools ; *) 
Well taught beside in many a useful art 
To mend the manners and improve the heart ; 
Nor yet unskilled to turn the busy wheel, 
To ply the shuttle, and to twirl the reel, 
Could thrifty tasks with cheerful gra«e pursue. 
Themselves ' accomplished,' and their duties too. 
Of tongues, each maiden had but one, 't is said, 
j;h, twas thought, to 8ei*va a lady's head,) 
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But that was English, — great and glorious tmiguo 
That Chatham spoke, andMii-TON, Srarspeabe, 

Let thoughts too idle to be fitlj dressed 

In sturdy Saxon, be xa Frenuh expressed ; 

Let lovers bi'eathe Italian, — like, in aootli. 

Its singers, soft, emasculate, tmd smooth ; 

But for a tongue whose ample powers embrace 

Beauty and force, sublimity and grace. 

Ornate or plain, harmonious, yet strong. 

And formed aliie for eloquence and song, 

Give me the English, — aptest tongue to paint 

A sage or dunce, a villain or a aaint, 

To Epur the slotli^l, counsel the distressed, 

To lash the oppressor, and to soothe the oppressed, 

To lend fantastic Huroor flreest scope 

To marshal all his laughter-moving troop, 

Give Pathos power, and Fancy lightest wings. 

And Wit his merriest whims and keenest stJngs ' 

The inarch of Progress let the Muse explore 
In pseudo-science and empiric lore. 
sacred Seienne I how art thou profaned, 
When shallow quacks and vagrants, unrestrained, 
Flaunt in thy robes, and vagabonds ore known 
To brawl thy name, who never wrote their own ; 
When crazy theorista their addled schemes 
(Unseemly product of dyspeptic dreams) 
Impute to thee 1 — as courtesans of j'Ore 
Their spurious bantlings left at Iilars's door ; 
When each projector of a patent pill. 
Or happy founder of a coffee-mill. 
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Invokes tliine aid to celebrate bis wares, 
And crown witli gold his pliilaathvopic cares ; 
Thus Islam's Iiawkers piously proclaim 
Their figs and pippins in the Propliet's name ! 

Some sage Phyacian, studious to advance 
The art of healing, and its praise enhance, 
By observation ' scientific ' finds 
(What else were hidden from inferior mmds) 
That Water 's nseftil in a thoHsand ways, 
To cherish health, and lengthen ont onr days j 
A mighty solvent in its simple scope, 
And quite ' specific ' mth Caatilian soap 1 
The doctor's labors let the thoughtless scorn. 
See 1 a new ' acience ' to the world is bora ; 
' Disease is dirt I all pain the patient feels 
Is but tie soiling of the vital wheels ; 
To wash away all particles unpure, 
And cleanse the system, plainly is to cure I' 
Thna shouts the doctor, eloquent, and proud 
To teach hia ' science' to tie gaping crowd; 
Like ' Father Mathew,' eager to allure 
AMcted mortals to 



'T is thus that modem ' sciences ' are made. 
By bold assumptJoa, puffing, and parade. 
Take three stale 'truths;' a dozen 'facia,' »» 

sumed ; 
Two known ' effects,' and fifty moi-e presumed ; 

And, just as 'luc-us, lum luoendo' shown, 
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Add but a name of pompous Anglo-Greet, 
And onlj' not impossible to speali, 
Tlie work is done ; a ' science ' stands confest, 
And countless welccsaes greet tUe queenly guest 

In closest gii'dle, O relnetant Muse, 
in scantiest skirts, and lightest-stepping shoes,' 
Prepare to follow Fashion's gay advance. 
And thread the maaes of her motley danee ; 
And, marking well each momentary hue, 
And transient form, that meets the wondering view 
In kindred colors, genUe Muse, essay 
Her Protean phases fitly to portray. 
To-day, she slowly drags a cuiobrous trwl. 
And ' Ton ' rejoices in its length of tail ; 
To-morrow, changing her capricious sport. 
She trims her flounces just as much too short; 
To-day, right jauntily, a hat she wears 
That scarce affords a shelter to her ears ; 
To-morrow, haply, searching k>ng in vain, 
You spy her features down a Leghorn lane ; 
To-day, she glides along wili queenly grace, 
To-morrow ambles in a mincing pace. 
To-day, erect, she loves a martJal air, 
And envioM train-bands emulate the fair ; 
To-morrow, changing as her whim may serve, 
' She stoops to conquer ' in a ' Grecian curve." 
To-day, witli csa'eful n^ligence arrayed 
In scanty folds, of woven zephyrs made, 
She moves like Dian in her woody bowers. 
Or Flora lloating o'er a bed of flowein; 
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To-motrow, laden irith a motlej- freighe, 
Of startling bulk and formidable weight, 
She waddles forth, ambitious to amaze 
Tlie vulgar crowd, who giggle as they gaze J 

Despotic FaBhioa ! potent is ber away, 
Whom half tlie world full loyally obey, 
Kings bow subnussive to her stem decrees, 
And proud Kepubljca bend their necks and kneea 

The worabipped presence of the modish queen; 
In Dress, Philosophy, Helicon, Art, 
"Whate'er emploj's the head, or hand, or heart. 

Ib some fine lady quite o'eroom.e with woes. 
From an unyielding pimple on her nose, — 
Some unaccustomed 'buzaing in her eara,' 
Or other marvel to alarm bei' fears ? 
Fashion, with skill and judgment ever nice, 
At once adviges ' medical advice ; ' 
Then names her doctor, who, arrived in haste. 
Proceeds accordant with the laws of taste, 
E'real ills afflict the modish dame. 
Her blind idolatry ia still the same ; 
Less giievous far, she deems it, to endure 
Genteel malpractice^ than a vulgar cure. 
If, spite of gilded pills and golden fees. 
Her dear dyspepaa grows a dure disease, 
And Douter Dappeb pi-ores a shallow rogue, 
The woi'ld must own that both were much in vcgue 

What impious mockery, when, with Boallesa art, 
FadiioQ, intrusive, seeks to rule tie heart; 
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IHrectS liow grief may tastefully be borne ; 
Inatracte Bereaveineut jttst how long to moui'u ; 
Shows SoTTOW hoTT by nice degrees to fatle, 
And marks its measure in a ribbon's ^ade I 
More impious BiJU, when, through her waatou laws, 
She desecrates Eeligion's sacred cause ; 
Shows how ' the narrow road ' is eneiest trod. 
And how, geateelest, worms may worsMp God ; 
How sacred rites may boar a worldly grace, 
And self-abasement wear a haughty face ; 
How sinners, long in Foll/a mazea wlm'Ied, 
With pomp and splendor may ' renounce the worid ; 
How 'with all saints hereafter to appear,' 
Yet quite escape the vulgar poilJon here ! 

Imperial Fashion 1 her impartial care 
Things most momentous, and most trivial, share. 
Now crushing conseience (her invet'rate foe), 
And now a waist, and now, pei-chance, a toe; 
At once for pistols and ' the Polka ' votes, 
And shapes alike our characters and coats ; 
The gravest question which the world divides, 
And lightest riddle, in a breath decides : 
' If wrong may not, by eircmiBtance, he right,' — 
'If black cravata be more genteel than white,' — 
' !£ by her " bishop," or her " grace," alone, 
A genuine lady, or a church, is known ; ' — 
Problems like these she solves with graceful air, 
At once a casuist and a ci 
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Soma willing nunioE of nntlushing Vice, 
Wio boasts that ' Virtue ever has lier price,' — 
I>oes he, unpitying, blast thy aster's fame, 
Or doom iky daughter to undying shame, 
To bow hex head beneath the eye of soom, 
And droop and wither in her maiden mom ? 
Fashion ' regrets,' declares ' 't was very wrong,' 
And, qnite dejected, hums an opera songl 
Impartial friend 1 your cause to her appealed, 
Yourself and foe she summons to the field. 
Where Honor carefully the ease observM, 
And nicely weighs it in a scale of nerves 1 
Despotic rite 1 whose fierce vindictive reign 
Boasts, iiurebnked, ils countless victims slain, 
While Christian rulers, recreant, support 
The pagan honors of thy bloody court. 
And 'Freedom's champions' spurn their hallowed 

tl'USt, 

Eneel at thy nod, and basely lick the dust I 

Degraded Coi^ress ! once the honored scene 
Of patriot deeds ; where men of solemn mien, 
In virtue strong, in understanding clear, 
Earnest, though courteous, and, though smooth, sitt 

To gravest counsels lent the teeming hours, 
And gave their country all their mighty powers. 
But times are changed ; a rude, degenerate race 
Usurp the seats, and shame the sacred place. 
Here plotting demagogues, with Keal defend 
The 'people's rights,' — to gain some private end; 
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Here Southern j^nthe, on Folly's Barges tost. 
Their fathers' wisdom eloquently hoast; 
(So dowerless spinsters proudly numt-er o'er 
The oostly jewels that their graudama wore.) 
Here would-he Tullys pompously pai-ade 
Their tumid tropes for simple ' Buncomhe ' made,' 
Full on the chair the chilling torrent shower, 
And work their woi-d-pumps through the allotted 

Deluded ' Buncombe 1 ' while, with honest praise, 
She notes each grand and patriotic phrase. 
And, much rejoicing in her hopeflil son, 
Deems all her own the laurels he has woni, 
She little dreams how brother members fled. 
And left the house as vacant as his head I 
Here rural Chathams, eager to attest 
The ' grovring greatness of the mighty West,' 
To make iie plainest proposition clear, 
Crack PBiaciAN*s head, and Mr. Speaker's ear; 
Then, elosing up in one terrific Bhout, 
Pour all their ' wild-cats ' furiously out 1 
Here lawless boors with ruffian bulhes vie, 
Who last shall give the rude, insulting ' lie,' 
While ' Order 1 order I ' loud the chairman callfl, 
And echoing ' Order I ' every member bawls ; 
TiL rising high in rancorous debate, 
And higher still lu fierce envenomed hate,' 
Ketorted blows the scene of riot orown, 
And big Ltcurgds knocks the lesser down ! 
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Ye honest dames in frequent prorei'bs named. 
For finest fish aiid ftmlest English famed, 
Wliose matuhlesa tongnea, tis said, were nevei heard 
To epeak a flattering or a feeble word, — 
Here all your choice invective ye might nrge 
Our lawless Solom fittingly to scourge ; 
Here, in congenial company, m^ht rail 
Till, qnite worn out, your croaking voices fail, —= 
Unless, indeed, fijr once compelled to yield 
In wordy strife, ye vanquished quit the field 1 

Hail, Social Progress ! each new moon is rife 
With some new theory of social life. 
Some matchless scheme ingeniouaiy designed 
Prom half their miseries to free mankind ; 
On human wrongs triumphant war to wage, 
And bring anew the glorious golden age. 
' Association ' is the magic woi-d 
IVommany a social 'priest and prophet' heard« 
' Attractive Labor' is the angel ^ven. 
To render eai-th a sublunary Heaven I 
' Attractive Labor I ' ring the changes round, 
And labor grows attractive in the sound ; 
And many a youthfiil mind, where haply lurk 
tTnwelcomed faucies at the name of ' work, 
Sees pleasant pastime in its longing view 
Of 'toil made easy' and 'attractive '.too. 
And, foncy-rapt, with joyful awlor, tmiis 
Deliglitfid grindstones and seductive churns ! 
'Men are not bad,' these social sages preach, 
' Men are not what their actions seem to teach 5 
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No moral ill is natural or Qxcd, — 

Men only err by being badly mixefl ! ' 

To them the world a huge plum-pudding Beems, 

Made up of riulieat viands, fiTiits, and creams, 

WHch of all choice ingi'ediente partook, 

And then was rained hy a blundering oookt 

Inventive France I what wonder-woriiug schemes 
Astound the world ivhone'er a Frenchman dreams 
. What fine-spmi theories, — ingenious, new, 
Suhlime, Btupendom, everything but ti-ue ! 
One little favor, O ' Imperial France ' I 
Still teach the world to eooli, to dress, to dance; 
Let, if thou wilt, thy boots and liarbers roam, 
But keep tliy morals and thy creeds at home I 

O might the Muse prolong her flowing rhyme, 
(Too closely cramped by unrelenting Time, 
Whose dreadiul scythe swings heedlessly along. 
And, missing speeches, clips the thread of song,) 
How would she strive, in fitting verse, to sing 
The wondrous Pn^ress of the Printing King ! 
Bibles and Novels, Ti'eatises and Songs, 
Lectures on ' Eights,' and Striotni'es upon Wrongai 
Verse in all metres, Travels in all climes, 
Khymea without reason. Sonnets withoiit I'hymes; 
' Translations from the Preneh,' so vilely done, 
The wheat escaping loaves tho ehafl' alone ; 
Memoirs, where dunues stm'dily essay 
To cheat Oblivion of her certain p'ey ; 
Critiques, where pedants Tauntingly espose 
TJolicensed verses, in unlawful prose ; 
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Lampoona, whose authors strive in vain to tiirow 
Their headless arrowi from, a nerrelesB bow ; 
Poenw by youths, who, croaaing Nature's will. 
Harangue the landscape they were born to till ; 
Huge tomes of Law, that lead by rugged routes 
Through ancient dogmaa down to modern doubts; 
Where Judges oft, with well-a£Fected ease, 
Give learned reasons for absurd decrees. 
Or, more ingenious still, contrive to found 
Some just decision on fallacious ground. 
Of bUnk the point, and, haply, in its place, 
Moot and decide some hypothetie ease; 
Smart Epigrams, all sadly out of joint, 
And pointless, — save the ' exclamation point, 
Which stands in state, with vacant wonder fraught. 
The pompous tombstone of some pauper thought ; 
Ingenious systems based on doubtful facts, 
'Tracts lor the Times,' and most untimely tracts; 
Polemic Pamphlets, Literary Top, 
And Easy Lessons for uneasy boys; 
HebdomadaJ Gazettes, and Daily News, 
Gay Magazines, and Quarterly Keviews ; — 
Sniall portion these, of all the vast array 
Of darkened leaves that cloud each passing day 
And pour their tide unceasingly along, 
. A gathering, awelUng, overwhelming throng I 

Cease, my Muse, nor, indiscreet, prolong 
To epic length thy unambitious song, 
Good friends, be gentle to a maiden Muse, 
Her errors pardon, and her taults eseuse. 
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Not nninvited tu her task slie came,' 

To sue for favor, not to seek for tame. 

Be this, at least, her juat though humble praise : 

No stale excuses heralded her lays, 

No BiDger's trick, — eonveniently to hring 

A sudden cough, -when importuned to fang f 

No deprecating phrases, learned by rote,' — 

' She 'd quite forgot,' or ' never knew a note,' — 

But to her task, with ready zeal, addressed 

Her earnest care, and aimed to do her best; 

Strove to be just in eaxih satiric word, 

To doubtful wit nndoubted truth preferred, 

To please and profit equally has aimed. 

Nor been ill-natui'ed even when she hlaiBa!?. 
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THE FROCD MISS MAC BRIDE; 



Y proud Tvas Miss Mac Bride, 
The very personificfition of Pride, 
Aa she minced along in Faslijon's tide, 
AdowH Bi-oadwaj', — on tlie proper side, — 

Wlien the golden sua was setting ; 
There waa pride in tlie lietid she oairied so high, 
Pride in her lip, and pride in her eye. 
And a world of pride in the very sigh 

Thai her stately hosom was fretting ; 



A agh that a pair of elegant feet, 
Sandalled in satin, should Mas the street. 
The Tery same that the vulgar greet 
In common leather not over ' neat,' — 

For snch is the common booting ; 
(Aad Chrialjan tearc may well be shed, 
That even among our gentlemen bred, 
The glorious day of Morocco is dead, 
And Day and Martin are raining instead. 

On a much inferior footing 1 ) 
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O, tei'iibly proud itiis Misa Mac Bride, 
Proud of iier baauty, and proud of liev pride 
And proud of fifty matters beside 

Tliafc would n't have borne dissection; 
IVoud of her irit, and pr^ud of her w£tlk, 
Proud of hei' teeth, and proud of her talk, 
Proud of ' kcowijig cheese from chalk,' 

On a very slight ingpeetion ! 

Proud abroad, and proud at home, 
Proud wlievevei' Ehe chanced to come, 
When she was glad, and when slie was gluH 

Proad as the head of a Saracen 
Over the door of a tippling shop I — 
Prond as a duchess, proad as a fop, 
' Proud as a boy with a hrau-new top,' 

Pi-oud bej^nd comparison I 

It seema a singular thing to eay, 
But her very senses led her astray 

Bespeoting all humility; 
In soofli, her dull auricular di'iun 
Could find in Humble only a ' hum,' 
And heard no sonnd of ' gentle ' comej 

In talking about g 



What Louilff meant ehe did n't know, 
J"or she always avoided ' everything low,' 
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With care tlie most pnnctiliouB, 
And queeref still, the audible sound 
Of ' Buper-ailly ' she never bad found 

In t!ie adjective siiperailioua ! 



The meaning of Meek she never knew, 
But imagmed the phrase had something to da 
With ' Moaes,' — a peddling German Jew, 
Who, like all hawkera the ooantry through. 

Was a person of no posiljon ; 
And it seemed to her exceedingly plain, 
If the word was really known to pertain 
To a vulgar German, it was n't germane 

To a lady of high condition 1 



Even her graces, — not her grace, 
For that was in the ' vocative case," — 
CiuUed with the touch of her icy face, 

Sat very stiffly upon her ; 
She never confessed a favor aloud, 
Like one of the.Minple, common crowd, 
But coldly smiled, and faintly bowed, 
Aa who should say : ' You do me pvoud, 

And do yourself an honor 1 ' 



And yet the pride of Miss Mac Bride, 

Although it had Dfliy hohhies to ride, 

Had really no foundation ; 
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But, like die fabrics that gossips devise, - 
Those singiB stories that often arise 
And grow tjll they rea<!h a four-story sia 
Was merely a fancy creation I 



'T is a curious fact as ever was known 
In human nature, hut often shown 

Alike in castle and cottage, 
That pride, like pigs of a certain breed, 
Will manage to live and thrive on ' feed ' 

As poor aa a pauper's pottage ! 



That her wit should never have made her vain, 
Was, like her face, sufficiently plain ; 

And as to her musical powers, 
Although she sang until she was hoarse. 
And issued notes with a Banker's force, 
They were just sueh notes as we never indorse 

For any acquaintance of ours 1 



Her birth, indeed, was uncommonly high, 
For Misa Mae Bride first opened her eye 
Through a sky-light dim, on the light of the sty ; 

But pride is a curious passion, 
And in talking ahout her wealth and worlJi, 
fijie always forgot to mention her hirth. 

To people of rank and fashion 1 
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Of all the nol.ablH things on earth, 
The queerest one m pride of birth, 

Among our ' fierce Democracie ' ! 
A bridge across a hundred years, 
Without a prop to save it from sneers, -= 
Not even a couple of rotten Peers, — 
A thing for laughter, fteei-s, and jeers, 

Is Ameriean aristocracy I 



English and Irish, French and S 
German, Italian, Dutch end Danish, 
Crossing their veins iintil tlioy vanish 

In one conglomeration I 
So subtle a tangle of Blood, indeed. 
Ho heraldry-HaiTey will ever succeed 

In finding the circulation ! 



Depend upon it, my snobbish JHend, 
Tout family thread you can't ascend, 
Without good reason to apprehend 
Tou may find it waxed at the farther end 

By some plebeian vocation ! 
Or, worse than that, your boasted Line 
May end in a loop of stronger twine, 

That plagued some worthy relation 1 



But Miss Mac Bride hath something beside 
Her lofty hu:th to nourish her pi'ide, ™ 
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THE SHOUB MISS MAC ClilDT;. ST 

For rich was the old paternal Mac Elide, 

According to public rumor; 
And lie lived ' Up Town,' in a splendid Square, 
And kept his daughter on dainty fiwe, 
And gave her gems that tsera rich and rai'e, 
And the finest lings and things to wear. 

And featltera enough to plume her I 



An honest mechanic was John Mac Bride, 
As ever aa honest calling plied, 

Or graced an honest dittj- ; 
For John had worked In his early day, 
In ' Pota and Pearls,' the legends say, 
And kept a shop with a rich array 
Of things in the soap and candle way, 

In the lower part of the city. 



No rara mns was honest John, 
(That 's the Latin for ' sable swan,') 

Though, in ojie of lus fancy flashes, 
A wicl;ed wag, who meant to deride, 
Called honest John ' Old Plimnh: Mao Bride,' 

'Becaiase he rose from his ashes 1' 

little by little he grow to be rich. 
By saving of candle-ends and ' sich,' 
Till he reached, at last, an opulent niche, — 
No very uncommon alTair; 
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THE mtOUD 3 



For history qiiite confirms lie law 
Expressed in the ancient ScottJali saw, 
A MicKLE may come to be Blaj'r !* 



Alack I for many ambitious beaux i 
She hung their hopes upon her nose, 

(The figure is quite Horatian 1 1) 
Until fiTDQi habit the member grow- 
As queer a thing aa ever you knew 

Turn up to obseryatioji I 



A thrJTing tailor begged her hand, 

But she gave ' the fellow ' to understand, 

By a Tiolent manual action, 
She perfectly scorned the best of hia clan, 
And reckoned the ninth of any man 

An exceedingly Vulgar Fraction 1 



Another, whoae aign waa a golden boot, 
Waa mortified with a bootless suit. 

In a way that ivas quite appalling ; 
For though a regular suior by trade, 
He waa n't a suitor to suit the maid, 
"Who cut him off with a saw, — and bade 

' The cobbler keep to hia calling.' 
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(The Muse must let a secret out, — 
There ia n't the faintest shadow of doubt, 
That folks who oftenest sneer and flout 

At ' the dirty, low mechanicals,' 
Are they whose airea, by pounding their kneefl. 
Or coiling their legs, or trades like these, 
Contrived to win their children ease 

From poverty's galling manacles.) 



A rieh tohacconist cornea and sues, 
And, thinking the lady would scarce refuse 
A man of his wealth and liberal views. 
Began, at once, with ' If yon choose, — 

And could you really love him — ' 
But the lady spoiled his speech in a huff. 
With an answer rough and ready enongh. 
To let him know she was np fo snuff. 

And altogether above him 1 



A young attorney of winning grace, 
Was aeai'ce allowed to ' open his face,' 
Ere Miss Mac Bride had closed his case 

With true fudieial celerity; 
For the lawyer was poor, and ' seedy ' to 
And to say the lady discarded hia sin'!, 

Ia merely a double verity. 
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The last of tLoee who came to couii 
Was a liTely beau of the dapper sort, 
' WitiioaC hay visible means of support,' — 

A crime by no means flagrant 
In one who wears an elegant coat, 
Bat the veiy point on wbieh tliay vote 

A i-agged fellow ' a vagrant.' 



A courtly fellow was Dapper .Jim, 
Sleek and supple, and tall and ttim. 
And smootlL of tongue as neat of limb; 

And, maugre his meagre pocket, 
Tou 'd say, from tbe glittering talea be told, 
That Jhn had slept in a tradle of gold, 

Witli Fortun-ittis to rock it 1 



Mow Dapper Jim hia com-tship plied, 
(I wish tbe fact could be denied,) 
. With an eye to the purse of tbe old Mac Bride, 
And reaWy ' nothing slioi'ter' I 
For he said to bimsel^ in bis greedy lust, 
' Whenever he (lies, — as die he must, — 
And yields to Heaven his vita! trost, 
He 's veiy sure to " come down with liU! dust," 
In bebalf of bis only daughter.* 



And the very magnifioeut Miss Mac Bride, 
Half in love and half in pride, 
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Quite graciously relented ; 
Jkid tossiag her head, and turning her badi, 
Np token of proper prido to laok, 
To be a Bride witliout tiie ' Mao, 

With much disdain., consented ! 



Alas 1 that people who Ve got their box 
Of cash beneath tlie best of loclis. 
Secure Jrom all flmmcjal shocks, 
Should Btoek their fency with fancy stocks^ 
And madly rush upon Wall-street rouka, 

Without the least apolc^y I 
Alas 1 that people nhoae money affairs 
Are sound beyond all need of repairs, 
Should ever tempt the bulls and bears 

Of Mammon's fierce Zoology! 



Old John Mac Bride, one fatal day, 
Became the unresiating prey 

Of Fortune's undertakers ; 
And staking his all on a single die, 
Bis foundered bark went high and dry 

Among the braltera aad breakers ! 



At his trade again in the veiy shop 
Where, yeai'a before, lie let it drop, 

He follows ills ancient cplling, —» 
Cheerily, too, in povei'ty's spite. 
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And sleeping quite as sound at nigit, 

As when, at Fortune's giddy height, 

He used to wake with a dizzy fvight 

From a, dismal dream of falling. 



But alas for the haughty Miss Mac Bride I 
"I was such a shock to her precious pride I 
She could n't recover, although she tried 

Her jaded spirits to rally ; 
T was a dreadful change iu human affairs 
From a Place ' Up Toivn,' to a nook ' Up Staira, 

From an Avenue down to an Allay I 



'T was little condolence ehe had, God wot, 
From her ' troops of friends,' who had u't forgot 

The airs she used to borrow ; 
They had ciyil phrases enough, but yet 
T was plain to see that tliejr ' deepest regret 

Was a different Uiing from Sorrow I 

They owned it could n't have well been worse, 

To go from a fuU to an empty purse ; 

To expect a reversion and get a ' reverse,' 

Was tnUy a dbmal feature ; 
But it was n't strange, — they whispered, — at all; 
That the Summer of pride should have its Fall, 

Was quite according to Nature ! 
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And one of those cliaps wTio make a pun, — 
As if it were quite legitimate fun 
To be blazing away at every one. 
With a regular double-loaded gun, — 

Kemarked that mora! transgression 
Alwaj^ brings retributive Btings 
To candle-makers, aa well as kings : 
And making light of cereouB things, 

Was a Ycry witk-ed pi-ofeaaion i 



And vulgar people, the sauey ehnrls, 
Inquired about ' the price of Pearls,' 

Aud mocked at Ler situation; 
' She was n't ruined, — they ventured to hope, = 
Because she was poor, she need n't mope, — 
Few people were better off for soap, 

And that was a consolation I ' 



And to make her cup of woe ran over, 
Her elegant, ardent, plighted lover 

Was the vety ftrst to forsake her; 
' He quite regretted the step, 't was true, — 
The lady had pride enough " for two," 
Bnt that alone would never do 

To quiet the butcher and baker 1 
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^ :mac iiiuua. 



Aud now the uuliappy Misa Mao Bride, 
The merest ghost of her early pride, 

Bewails her lonely poeitioa ; 
Cramped in tiie vei'y narrowest niche, 
Above tlie poor, and below the rich, 

Was evc).' a worse eoBclitioii ? 



Because you flomish in worldly afFaars, 
Don't be haughty, aud put on airs. 

With insolent pride of station 1 
Don't be proud, and turn up your noso 
At poorer people in plainer elo'as, 
But learn, for the sake of your soul's repose, 
That wealth 's a bubble, that cornea — and go m 
And that all Prond Flesh, wherever it grows, 

Is subject to irritation ! 
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THE BEIEFLESS BAEKISTEE. 



An Attorney was taking a turn, 
la shabby habiliments dreat ; 

His coat it was shockingly worn, 
And the rust had invested his vest. 

His breeches had suffered a breach, 
TTis linen and worsted were worse ; 

He had scai'ce a whole crown in his hat. 
And not lialf-a-orown in his purse. 

And tins as he wandered along, 
A oheei'lesa and comfortless elf, 

He sought for relief in a song, 

Or coniplainingly talked to himself: - 

' Unfortunate man tliat I axa. I 
I've never a c^ent but. grief; 

The case is, I Ve no case at all, 

And in brief, I've ne'er had a briei'I 
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THE BKIEFLBSS 

'I've waited and waited in Tain, 
Expecting an " opening " to find, 

Wbere an honest joiing lawyer mighb gain 
Some reward for toil of his mind. 

"T is not that I 'm wanting in law, 

Or lack an intelligent face, 
That others have oases to plead, 

While I hare to plead for a case. 

» O, how can a modest young man 
E'er hope for the smallest progresMOn,— 

The profession's already so fnll 
Of lawyers so 



While thus he was Etroffing around, 

His eye accidentally fell 
On a very deep hole in the ground. 

And he sighed to himaelf, ' It is well 1 ' 

To curb hia emotions, he sat 

On the curbstone the space of a minute, 
Then cried, ' Here 's an opening at last I ' 

And in less tliao a jiSy was in it I 

Hest morning twelve citizens came, 
(Twas the coroner bade them attend,) 

To the end that it might be determined 
How the man had determined bis end I 
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' The man was a lawyer, I hear," 

Quoth die tbremaE who eat on the corse 

' A lawyer ? Alas 1 ' swd another, 
' Undoubtedly died of remorse 1 ' 

A tWrd said, ' He knew the deceased, 
An attorney well versed in the laws, 

And as to th.Q cause of his death, 
Twas no doubt for the want of a cause.' 

The jury decided at length, 

After solemnly -weighing the matter, 
That the lawyer was drownded, because 

He coold not keep his head above wat«rl' 
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KimiB OF THE EAHy. 

SiNQiHG dirough the forests, 

Battling over ridgea, 
Shooting nnder arches, 

Eumblmg ovei" bridges, 
Whizzing through the mountain^ 

Buzzing o'er the vale,— 
Bless me I this is pleasant, 

Eiding on the Kail 1 

Men of different ' stations' 

In the eye of Fame 
Here are veiy quickly 

Coming t« the same. 
High and lowly people, 

Birds of every feather, 
On a common level 

Travelling together I 

Gentleman in shorts. 

Looming Tcry tall ; 
Gentleman at lai-ge, 

Talking fery small; 
Gentleman in tighta, 

Witli a loose-iah mien j 
. Gentleman in gray. 

Looking rather green. 
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Gentlemaji qiiite old, 

AsMag for tha news ; 
Gentleman in blauk, 

In a fit of blues; 
Gentlemivn in claret, 

Sober as a vicar ; 
Gentleman in Tiveed, 

Dreatlfiiilr' in liquor t 

Stranger on tte right, 
liCoking very ennny, 

Obviously reading 
Something rather funny. 

Now the smilee are tiicker, 
Wonder what they mean ? 

Faith, he 'e got the KniCkes^ 

" " " ,6 1 



Stranger on the leB, 

Closing np his peepera ; 
How he snores amain. 

Like the Seven Sleepers 5 
At his feet a volume 

Gives the explanation, 
How the man grew stupid 

From ' AesociatJoi! ' I 

Ancient maiden lady 
Anxiously remarks, 

llat there must he peri! 
'Mong BO many sparka,' 
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BHYME OB THE RAll^ 

Eogtiisli-loolting fellow, 
Turning to tie sti'aager, 

Saj's it 's Us opinion 
SJie k out of danger ! 

Woman with her baby, 

Sitting vib-a-vis ; 
Baby keeps a eciualling, 

Womiui looks at me ; 
Asks about the distance, 

Says it's tiresome talkiag, 
Hoises of the ears 

Are so Tery shocking I 

Martet-woraan careful 

Of the precious casket, 
Knowing eggs are egg^, 

!Kghtly holds her basket ; 
Feeling that a smash, 

If it came, would snrely 
Send her eggs to pot 

Eather prematurely I 

Singing through the foresta, 

Battling over ridges, 
Shooting under arches, 



Whizzing through the monntainfis 
Buzzing o'er the vale ; 

Bless me I this is pleasant. 
Hiding on the Bail] 
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THE EAPE OP THE LOCK; 

OE, CAPTAIH JOKES's MISADYENTUEE, 



To follow the line of Captain Jonsa 
Baclt to tlie oH anceatral honea 

Were surely an idle eudeavor; 
For all tliat is known, of tlie family feats 
Is that his sii-e, as a paver of sti'eets, 
Had paved his way in a manner tiat meets 

The appellation of clever. 



'T were pleasant enough more fully to trace 
The various steps in the Captain's race, 

If the records of heraldry had 'em; 
But ffislory leaps at a single span 
From the primitive pair to the pavior-man, 

From Adam down to Mac Adam. 



T was rumored indeed, but nobody knows 
What credit to ^ve to such rumors as those, 
Hia grandpapa was a cooper; 
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But getting fatigued "with tlu's Foumlabout mode 
Of staying through life, he took to the Road, 
Aa a tind of irregular trooper. 



But soon, although a fedow of pluck, 
By a singnlar turn iu the wheel of luck, 

He met with a mortal misciimage, 
By means of a cord that was dangling loose. 
And fell over his head in a dangerous noose 

That was n't at all lite Marriage, 



A tale invented by foes, no doubt, 
Which idle people had helped about, 
Tin it went alone, it got eo stout ; 

For aa to the truth of the story, 
I scarcely ought to have named it herBs 
It seems to me so exceedingly cleav. 

The fable is Kewgate-ory, 



And tJiait 's the pith of the pedigree 
Of Captain Jones, whose family tree 
Was a little shrub, 't is plain to see ; 

Bnt what the topers mention 
Respecting wine, is trae of blood : 
It ' needs no hush if it 'a only good,' 
Much less a tree of the oldest wood, 

To warrant the world's attcntioa 
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How Captain Jomes was a flve-faat ten, 
(The Lejglit of Chestbefield's geutlemen,) 

Witli a maiilj- breadtli of Bionlder; 
And Captain Jokes was straight and trim, 
With nothiog about him anywiae slim, 
And had for a leg as pei-fect a limb 

As ever astonished beholder I 



With a ealf of such a notable size, 

'T would surely have taken the highest pr 

At any fair Fair in creation ; 
'T was just the leg for a prince to sport 
Who wished to stand at a Boyal Court, 

At the head of Foreign Leg-ation ! 



And Captain Johes had an elegant foot, 
'T was just the thing for his patent boot. 

And could so prettily shove it, 
'T was a genuine pleasure to see it repeat 
In lie public wallta the Mlonxan feat 

Of bearing the ealf above it I 



But the Captan's prominent personal charm 
Was neither his foot, nor leg, nor arm. 

Nor his very distingue air; 
Kor was it, although you 're thinimg upon % 
The front of his head, but his head and front 

Of beautiful coal-black hairl 
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So Tery briglit was tlie gloss thay Lad, 
'T would hsiTe made a rival raying mad 

To look at bis raven curls ; 
Wherever he went, the Captain's liair 
Was certain to fix the pnhlic stare, 
And the constant cry was, ' I declare 1' 
And ' Did yon ever I ' and ' Just look there I ' 

Among the dazzled girls. 



Kow Captain Jojn"es was a master bold 
Of a merohant-sbip some dozen years old, 
And every name could have easily told, 
(And never confound the 'hull' and the 'hold,*) 

Tbroughoat her inventory ; 
And he had travelled in foreign parts. 
And learned a numher of foreign arts, 
And played the deace with foreign hearts. 

As the Captain told the story. 



He had learned to chatter the French and Spanish, 

To splutter the Dutch, and mutter tha Danish, 

In a way that Bounded oracular; 
Had gabbled among the Portuguese, 
And caught die Tartar, or rather a piece 
Of 'broken China,' it was n't Chinese, 
Any more than his own vernaoular ! 
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How Caotain Jokes was wont to aliine 

In the line of sliips I (not Ships of the Line,) 

How he 'd brag of the water over his wine, 

And of woman over the water ! 
And tien, if you credit the Captain's phrase, 
He was more expert in such queer ways 
As ' doahling capes ' and ' putting in staya,' 

Than any milliner's daughter! 



Now the Captain kept in constant pay 
A dngle Mate, as a Captain may 
fin a nautical, not in a naughty way, 

As ' mates ' are sometimes earned) ; 
Bnt to hear him prose of the squalls that arose 
In the dead of the night to break hia repose, 
■Of white-caps and cradles, and such things aa those\ 
And of breezes that ended, in i-egutar blows, 

You 'd have sworn the Capttdn was married 



The Captain's morals were fair enough, 
Though a sailor's life is rather rough. 

By dint of the ocean's force ; 
And that one who makes so many, in ships, 
Should make, upon shore, occasional ' trips,' 

Seems quite a matter of com-se. 



And Captain Joxes was 
To the yulf!ar fry, but a 
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Genteel and poiiEhed, raled the roast, 
As BO pi'ofessioaal cook could toast 

Tliat ever yon set your eye on ; 
Indeed, "t was enough to make him viun, 
For the pretty aad proud confessed hia reign, 
And Captain Jones, in 

Was deemed a gem 



And the Captain revelled early and late, 
At the balls and routa of the rich and great. 
And seemed the veriest child o{ fetes, 

Though merely a niinion of pleasure ; 
And he laughed with the girls in merrj' sport, 
And paid the mammas the civileat court, 
Aa^ drank their iviae, whatever ttie sort, 
By lie nautical nils of ' Any port ' 

You may add the rest at leisure- 



Miss Susan Bboitn was a dashing girl 

Aa ever revolved in the walt^s whirl, 

Oi twinkled a foot in the polka's twirl, 

By the glare <>f spermaceti ; 

And Susan's form was trim and slight, 
And her beautiful skin, as if in spite 
Of her dingy name, was exceedingly white, 
And her azure eyes were ' spai-kling and bright, 
And so was her favorite (Utty. 
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And SusAW Broww had a score of names, 
Like the very voluminous Mr. Jambs 
(Who got at the Font his etroDgeat claims 

To be reckoaod a, Man of Letters) ; 
But thinking the task will hai'dly please 
Scholars who Ve taken the higher degrees, 
To be set repeating their A, B, C's, 
I choose to reject such fetters as these, 

Though merely Hominal fetters. 



The patronymical name of the maid 
Was so completely overlsud 

With a long pra^aominal cover, 
That if each additional proper noun 
Was laid -with additional emphasis down, 
Miss SuBAK was done uncommonly Browk, 

The moment her christ'ning was over 1 



And SuaAK was versed in modem n 

Jr the Modes of Muhkay and Modes of France, 

And had learned to sing and learned to dance, 

In a style decidedly pretty ; 
And Susan was versed in classical loi'e, 
In the works of Hokack, and several mora 
"Whose opera now would he voted a bore 

By the lovers of Dojiizetti. 
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And Susan was ricli. Her provident sire 
Had piled tlie dollars up higher and higher 

By diut of his personal labors, 
Till Le recioned at last a sullieient amount 
To be counted, Iiimaelf, a man of account 

Among his affluent neighbors. 



By force of cai'eful eultnre alone, 

Old Brown's estate had rapidly grown 

A plnm for his only daughter ; 
And, after all the fanciful dreams 
Of golden fountains and golden streams, 
The sweat of patient labor seems 

The true Pactolian water. 



And while your theorist worries his mind 
In hopes ' the magical stone ' to find, 

By some alcliemioal gammon. 
Practical people, by regular knocks. 
Are filling their ' pockets full of rocks ' 

From the golden mountain of Mammon ! 



With charms like these, you may well suppose 
Miss 8c^SA^f Beown had plenty of beaux, 
Breathing nothing but pajfsion; 
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And twenfy Bougtt ter hand to gain, 
And twenty BOuglit her hand in vain, 
Were 'cut,' and didn't 'come again,' 
In the Ordinarj fksMon. 

XXVIL 

Captain Johks, by the common voice. 

At length was voted the man of her ohwce, 

A-ai she hia favorite fair ; 
It was n't the Captain's manly face, 

That look her heart from its proper place 
And put it into a tenderer case, 

But hia beautiful eoal-black hair 1 



Siw it is, why it is, none can tell, 
But all pluloBophera know full well, 

Iliougli puzzled about the aotjoo, 
That of all the forces under the sun 
Too can hardly find a stronger one 

Than capillary attraction. 

XXIX. 
The locks of canals are strong as rocks ; 
And wedlock is strong as a banker's hox ; 
And there 'b strength in the locks a Cockney cockn 
At innocent birds, to give himself knocks ; 
In the locks of safes, and those safety-locks 
They call the Permutation; 



H<,.i-< „ Google 



But of all tlie locks that ever -were made 
In Mature's shops, or the nho-ps of trade, 

The subtlest combination 
Of beauty and strength is found in those 
Which grace the heads of belles and beaus 

In every civilized nation I 



The gossips whispered it through the tovn, 
That ' Capt-aio Jowes loved Susan Brown; 

But, speaking with due precision, 
The goaaps' tattle was oat of joint, 
For the lady's ' blunt ' -was the only point 

That dazzled the lover's vision J 



And tlie Captain begged, in his smoothest toneS) 
Miss Stjsan Beown to bo Mistress Jomes,— 
Flesh of his flesh and ix)ne of his bones, 

Till death the nnion should sever ; 
For these are the words employed, of course. 
Though Death is eheated, sometimes, by Divorce 
A fact which gives an equivocal force 

To that beautiful phrase, ' forever 1' 



And Susan sighed the conveatlonal 'K"ay° 
In such a bewitching, affirmative way, 
The Captwu perceived 't was the feminine ' Ay,' 
And sealed it in such ci 
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That no ' lip-service ' that ever was paid 
To tlie ear of a god, or the ehaek of a maid, 
Looked more like real devotion 1 



And Susan's Mamma made <in elegant fela 
And exhibitad all the family plate 

In honor of Susan's lover ; 
For now 't was settled, another trip 
Over the sea in bis merehantEhip, 

And his bachelor-ship was over. 

XXXIV. 

There was an Alderman, ■wel! to do. 
Who was fond of talking about vertit, 
And had, besides, the genuine goQt, 

If one might credit his telling ; 
And the boast was true beyond a doubt 
If he had only pronounced it ' gout,' 

According to English spelling J 

XXXV. 
A crockory-meroliant of great parade, 
Always boasdng of having made 
His lai^ estate in the China trade ; 

Several affluent taiinera ; 
A lawyer, whose most important ' case ' 
Was that which kept his books in place ; 
Sis wife, a lady of matchless grace. 
Who bought her form, and made her face, 

"Who plaialy borrowed her u 
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A druggist; animdevout di-vme; 

A banker, wlio 'd got as rich as a mir.e 

'In the cotton trade and sugar line,' 

Along the Atlantic border; 
A doctor, iumlilmg his golden seala ; 
And an undeitaUer close at his beela, 

Quito iu the natural order ! 



People of rank, and people of wealth, 
Plethoric people in delicate health, 
(Who fast in pubUc, and feast hy stealth,) 

And people slender and hearty. 
Flocked in so fast, "t was plain to the eye 
Of any observer standing by, 
That party-apirit was running high, 

And this was the popular party I 



To tell what giieft and woes betide 
The hapless irorld, from female pride, 

Were a long and dismal story ; 
Alas for Sdsan and womankind I 
A sudden ambilion seized her mind, 

In tie height of her party-glory. 



To jnque a group of laughing girls 
Who stood admiring the Captain's eiu-'la. 
She formtd the resolution 
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To get a lock of tor lover's hair, 
In the gaze of tlie guests assembled there. 
By Bome expedient, foul or fair 
Before the pai'ty's conoluaon. 



' Only a loei:, dear Captain I — no more, 
"A look for memory," 1 implore I' 

But Jones, the gayest of quizzeri, 
Replied, as he gaye his eye a cock, 
' T is a traaoherous memory needs a lock, 

And dodged tlie envious scissors. 



Alas that Susan could n't refrain, 
In her zeal the precious lock to gain, 
From laying her hand on the lion's mane I 

To see the cruel mocking. 
And hear the short, aifected cough, 
The general titter, and chuckle, and scoff, 
When the Captain's Patent Wtg came off. 

Was really dreadfrlly Hhockingl 



Of Susan's swoon, the tale is told. 
That long before her earthly moulcl 

Regained its ghostly tenant, 
Her luckless, wigless, loveless lover 
Was on the saa, and ' half-seas-over/ 
Dreaming that some pu-alica! rover 

Had cim'ied away his Pennantl 
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A EHTIIED EPISTLE 



Deak Knick : While myself and my apousB 

Sat tea-ing last eTening, and chatting. 
And, mindful of (wnjugal vows, 

Were nicely agreed in combating, 
It cianced that myself and my wife, 

('T was Madam occasioned the pother I) 
Falling suddenly into a strife, 

Came near failing out with each other ! 

In a brist, miscellaneous chat, 

Quite in twie with the chime of the tearthings 
We were talking of this and of that. 

Just as each of us happened to see thirds, 
When some how or other it chanced, 

(I don't quite remember the cue,) 
Uiat aa talking and tea-ing adTBjiced, 

We found we were talking of you ! 

I think — but perhaps I am wrong, 
Such a subtle old chap is Suggestion, 

.^ks he forces each topic along 
By the trick of tlie ' previous <iuestion ' -^ 
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ss 

Some remarks on a baechatial revel 

Eu^ested that horrible elf 
With tlie hoof and the horns, — and the Devil, 

Excuse me, suggested yourself I 

' Ah I Knick, to be sure ; by the way,' 

Quoth Madam, ' what sort of a man 
Ito you take huu tobel — nay, hut stay, 

And let hjb guess him out if I can. 
He's young, and quite liandsoma, no doubt j 

Kather slender, and not over-tall ; 
And he lovea a snug little turn-out, 

And turns out " quite a kive " at a ball I ' 

And then she went on to portray 

Such a very delightful ideal. 
That a sensible stranger would say. 

It really could n't be real. 
' And his wife, what a lady must she be ? 

(Knice's man-ied, that Ikuow, and yoa know ;) 
Tou 11 find her a delicate IT«be, 

And not your magnificent Juno I ' 

Kow I am a man, you must learn. 

Less famous fbi' beauty than strength, 
And, for aught 1 could ever discern, 

Of rather superfluous length. 
In ti'oth 'tis but seldom one meets 

Such a Titan in human abodes. 
And when I stalk over the sti-eets, 

I 'm a perfect Colossus of roads 1 
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So I frowned like a tragedy-Boman, 

For in paiating tlie beautiful elf 
As the ibrm of your lady, the woman 

Took care to be drawing herself; 
While, mark you, the picture she drew 

So deused con antore and free, 
That fanciful likeness of you, 

Was by no means a portrait of me I 

' How lucky for ladies,' I hinted, 

' That in our republican land 
They may pratfle, without being slinted, 

Of mattera they doa't understand ; 
1 11 show you, dear Madam, that " Knick " 

Is n't dapper nor daintily slim. 
But a gentleman decently thick, 

With a manly extension, of limb. 

' And aa fo his youth — talk of flowera 

Blooming gayly in fr<Kty December I 
I '11 warrant, his juvenile hours 

Are things he can scarcely remember I 
Here, Madam, quite plain to be seen, 

Is the chap you would choose for a love? 
And, producing your own Magazine, 

I pointed elate to the cover I 

' Ton see, ma'am, 't is just as I said, 
His locks are as gray as a rat 5 

Here, look at the crown of his head, 
'T is bald as the crown of my hat I 
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'Kay, my dear,' interrupted my wife, 
Wio liega.a to be casting about 

To get tie last word in the strife, 
'Tis Lb grandfather's picture, no doubt! 
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ItIB DOG-DAia 



HEA.VES Iielp lis all in these terrific days ! 

The bnmiDg sun npou the earth ia pelting 
With his directest, fiercest, hottest rays, 

Aad everything is melting! 

Eat men, infatuate, fan the stagnant air. 
In rash essay to cool their inward glowing, 

While with each stroke, in dolorous despair, 
They feel the fever growing I 

The lean and lathy find a fate as hard, 
For, all a-dry, they bum like any tinder 

Beneath the solar blaze, till withered, chaiTed, 
And crisped away to cinder 1 

E'en Stoics now are in the melting mood, 
And vestal cheeks are most imseemly florid; 

The very zoue that girts the fiigid prude 
Ts now intensely torrid I 
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THd dogs lie lolling in tlie deepest sLade ; 

The pigs are all a-wallow in the guttera, 
And not a tougehold creature — cat or maid, 

But queculouslj' mutters 1 

' 'Tis dreadful, dreadful hot I ' esolainis eact one 
Unto his sweating, sweltering, roasting neighix*. 

Then mops his brow, and sighs, as he had done 
A quite herculean labor 1 

And friends who pass each other in the town 
Say no good-morrows when they come together, 

But only mutter, with a dismal frown, 
' "What lioiTid, horrid weather 1 ' 

While prudent mortals curb with strictest care 
All vagrant curs, it seems the queerest puazle 

The Dog-star rages rabid through the air, 
Without the slightest muzzle 1 

But Jove is wise and equal in his sway, 
Howe'er it seems to clash with human reason, 

His fiery dogs will soon have had their day, 
And men shall have a season I 
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OK A EECENT CLASSIC CONTEOTEBSY. 



Nay, maiTel not to see tliese scliolars figbt, 
In brave diadain of certain Bcath and acar; 

*T is but tlie genuine old Hellemc spite, — 
' When Gi-eek meets Greek, then eomea tL 
ofwai-!' 



Quoth David to Daniel, ' Why le it these scholam 
Abuse one another whenever they speak ? ' 

Quoth Daniel to David, ' It nat'rally foUers 
Folks come to hard words if they meddle ■witfe 

Greek r 
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THE GHOST-PLATEB. 



Tom Goodwin was an acfoMnaUt 
Old Di-ury's prjde and boaat 

In all the light and sprite-ly parti^ 
Espeoially the Ghost. 

Now Tom was very fond of diink. 

Of almost every sort, 
Comparative and positive, 

From porter up to port. 

But grog, lifce grief, is fatal stuff 

For any man to sup ; 
For when it fails to pull him down., 

It 'a sure to blow him up. 

And so it fai'ed with ghostly Tom, 
Who day hy day was seen 

A-swelling, till (as lawyers say) 
He fairly lost his lean. 
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At lengtli the manager observed 

He 'd better leave Ms poat, 
And said, lie played tie very dense 

Whene'er he played the Ghost. 

T was only t'otlier niglit he saw 

A fellow awing bia hat, 
And beard bhn cry, ' By all the goda 1 

The Ghost is getting fat !° 

Twotild never do, the case was plain; 

Hia eyes he eonld n't shut ; 
Ghosts should n't make the people laugh, 

And Tom. was quite a buit, 

Tom'a actor friends said ne'er a word 
To cheer his drooping heart ; 

Though more than one was biiniing up 
With zeal to ' take his part.' 

Tom ai^ued very plausibly ; 

He siud be did n't doubt 
That Hamlet's father draoi and grew, 

In years, a little stout. 

And so, 't was natural, he said, 

Axii quite a proper phm. 
To have bis spirit represent 

A portly sort of man. 

"Twas all in vain : the manager 

Said be wm not in sport, 
And, like a gen'ral, bade poor Tom 

Surrender up hh forle. 
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He 'd do perhaps in lieav^ parts, 
Might answer for a monk, 

Or porter to the elephant, 
To carry round Iiis trunk ; 

But in the Ghost hig day was past,™ 

He 'd never do for that ; 
A Ghost might just aa well he dead 

As plethoric and fat ! 

Alas I next day poor Tom was fomid 

As sl^fT as any post ; 
For he had lost his charaetev, 

And given up the Ghost J 



ON AH ILL-EEAD LAWTEG. 



An idle attorney besought a brothef 

JTor ' something to read — some novel or otl 

That Tvaa really fresh and neiv.' 
' Take Chitty 1 ' replied his legal friend, 
'There h nt a book that I eould lend 

Would prove more " novel " to you ! ' 
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A BENE.DiCT'S APPEAL TO A BACHELOR 



Dbab Charles, lie persuaded to wed, ~ 

Pot a sensible fellow iike you, 
Jt 's higli time to tlunk of a bed, 

And mu£Baa and coffee for two ! 
So haye done with yoiu' doubt and delaying, — 

With a aoiir so adapted to mingle, 
Ho wottdei- the neighbors are saying 

'Tis singula!" you should be single ! 



Don't say that you have n't got tj 

That business demands your ai 
There 'a not the least reason nor rhyme 

In the wisest excuse you can mention, 
Don't tell me about ' other fish,' — 

Your duty is done when yon buy 'em,— 
And you never will relish the dish, 

TJnlesii you've a woman to fly 'cm! 
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Don't listen to quoralous stories 

By dcspprate damsels related. 
Who snesF at connnbial glories, 

Because they Ve known couples ausmatefi, 
Such people, if they had their pleasure, 

Because silly bargains are made, 
Would deem it a rational measure 

To lay an embargo on trade ! 



Tou may dream of poetical fame, 

But your wishes may chance to miscarry, -^ 
The hast way of sendmg one's name 

To posterity, Charles, is to marry ! 
And here I am willing to own, 

After soberly thinking upon it, 
I 'd very mneh rather be known 

For a beautjful son, than a sonnet ! 



To Procrastiuation be deaf, — 

(A homily sent from above,) — 
The scoundrel 's not only ' the thief 

Of time,' but of beauty and love I 
O delay not one moment to win 

A prize that ia ti'uly worth winning, - 
Celibacy, Charles, is a sin. 

And sadly prolifle of sinning ! 
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D A BACECei.01*. 



Then pray bid your doubting gool-by, 

And disBuss all fantastic alarms, — 
1 11 be sworn you Ve a ^rl in your eye 

'T is yonr dnty to have in your arms 3 
Some trim little maiden of twenty, 

A beautiful, azure-eyed elf, 
With virtues and graces in plenty, 

And no felling but loving yourself 1 



Don't search for ' an angel ' a mmuto ; 

For granting you win in the aequel, 
The dense, after all, wonld be in it, 

With a union so yerj unequal 
The angela, it mast be confessed. 

In (las world are rather uncommon; 
And aEow me, dear Charles, to suggest 

You '11 be better content with a woman I 



I could fiimiah a bushel of reasons 

For choosing a conjugal mate, — 
It agrees witb all climates and seasons. 

And gives you a ' double estate ' 1 
To one's parents 'tis (gi'atefiilly) due,- 

Just think what a teniHe tiling 
T would have been, sir, for me and for 

If OMTS had forgotten tlie ring! 
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Tlien there '3 the economy — clear, 

By poetical algebra shown, — 
If your wife has a grief or a fear, 

One half, by the law, is your own I 
And aa to tlie joys — by division, 

They 're nearly qoadrupled, 'tis swd, 
(Though I never could see the addition 

Quite plain in the iraia of bread). 



Eemembei', I do noi; pretend 

There 's anything ' perfect ' about it, 
But this I '11 aver to the end. 

Life 'b very imperfect withoat it ! 
T b not that there 's ' poetry ' in it, — 

As, doubtless, there may be to those 
Endowed with a genius to win it, — 

But 1 11 warrant yon excellent prose ! 



Then, Charles, be persuaded to wed, — 

For a sensible fellow like you, 
It 's high time to think of a bed, 

And muffins and coffee for two ; 
So have done with your doubt and delaying,— 

With a soul so adapted to mingle. 
No wonder the neiglibors ai-e saying 

'Tis singular you should be single I 
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' The proper study of mankind is man,'™ 
The most perplexiog one, no doubt, is womaa 
The subtlest study that tho mind can scan, 
Of all deep problems, heavenly or human ! 

But of all studies in the round of learning, 
From nature's marvels doirn to hmnan toys, 
To minds well fitted for acute discerning, 
The very queerest one is that of boys I 

If to 39k questions that would puzzle Plato, 
And aE the schoolmen of the Middle Age,— 
If to make precepts worthy of old Cato, 
Be deemed philosophy, — your boy 's a sage 1 

Htbe possession of a teeming fancy, 
(Alfiough, forsooth, the younker does n't know it,) 
Which he can use iu rarest necromancy, 
Be thought poetical, your boy's a poet 1 
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woman'8 will. 

If a strong will and most courageous bearing, 
K to be cruel as the Koman Nero ; 
If all that's cMvaJi-ous, and all that's daring, 
Can make a hero, then tlie boy *s a hero I 

Bnt changing soon with his increasing stature, 
The boy is lost in manhood's riper ago. 
And with him goes his former triple nature,— 
Mo longer Poet, Hero, now, nor Sage 1 



WOMAN'S WILL. 



Mbn dying mnlEe their wills, — but wiYca 

Escape a work so sad ; 
Why should they make what all their liyes 

The gentle dames have had ? 
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THE COLD-WATEE BIA^ 



St was an honest fisliermaa, 
I knew bim passing well, — 

And he lived by a httle pond. 
Within a little deU. 

A grave and quiet man was lie, 
Who loTed his hook and rod, — 

Bo even ran his line of life. 
His neighbors thought it odd. 

For science and for books, he said 

He never had a wish, — 
No school to bim was worth a fig. 

Except a school offish. 

He ne'er asph-ed to rank or wealth, 
Nor cared aDout a name, — 

For though much famed for fish was he. 
He never fished for fame ! 
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Let otters bend their necks afc sight 
Of Fashion's gilded wheels, 

He ne'er had learned the art to ' bob 
For anything but eels ! 

A cnnning fisherman was he, 

His angles all were right ; 
The smallest nibble at his bait 

Was sure to prove ' a bite ' 1 

Al l day this fisherman would Mt 

Upon an ancient log. 
And gaze into the water, like 

Some sedentai-y frog ', 

With all the eeeming innocence, 
And that uneonseious look. 

That other people often wear 
When they intend to ' hook ' I 

To charm the fish he ne^er spoke, -~ 
Although his voice was fine, 

He fonnd the most convenient way 
Was just to drop a line 1 

And many a gudgeon of the pond, 

If they could apeak to-day, 
Would own, with grief, this angler hai3 

A mighty taking way 1 
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Alas I one day this fisderman 

Had taken too mueli grog, 
And being liut a landsman, too, 

He could n't keep tlie It^ 1 

'T was all in vain with might and msSsl 
He strove to reach tJie sliore ; 

Down — down he went, ta feed the fish 
He 'd baited oft before ! 

The jnry gave their verdict that 

'1' was nothing else but gin 
Had caused the fisherman to ba 

So sadly taken in ; 

Thongh one stood ont npon a whim, 
And said the angler's slaughter. 

To be exact about the fact, 
Was, clearly, gin-and-«iafec / 

The moral of this mournful tale, 
To all ia plain and clear,— 

That drinking habits bring a man 
Too often to his bier; 

And he who scorns tJD ' take the pledge, 

And keep the promise fast, 
May be, in spite of fete, a stiff 

Cold-water man at last ! 
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ON AK OGLY PERSON SITTING FOK 1 
DAGUl'LllEOTYPE. 



IIeue Katurc m her glass — the ivanton olf— 
Sits gravely making faces at iereell'; 
And, while she scans each clumsy feature o'er, 
Eepeats the blunders tliat she made before ! 
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A COLLEGE EEmMSCENCE. 



ADDRESSED 1 



Deak Tom, have you forgot the day 
When, long ago, we used to stray 

Among the ' Haddams ' ? 
Where, in the mucky road, a. man 
(The road was biiilt on Adam's plan. 

And not McAdam's I) 

Wont down — do'wn — down, one stormy cjgl 
And disappeared from human sight, 

AH save his ha,t, — 
Which raised in. sober minds a sense 
Of some mysterious Pro^'idenee 

In sparing that ? 

I thint 't will please you, Tom, to hear 
The man who in that night of fear 

Went down terrestrial, 
Worked out a passage like a miner, 
And, pricking through somewhere in China; 

Came up Celestial I 
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Ah! those were memorable times, 
And worth embalming in my riiymea, 

When, at the ai 
Of chapel bell, T 



Or shorter commons I 

I mind me Tom, you often drew 
Nice portraits, and exceeding true 

To your intention I 
The most impracticable faces 
Discovered unsuspected graces, 

By your k 



On brainless heads the finest bumps 
(Erected by your penoil-tbumps) 

Were plainly SBea; 
ToTir Yankees all were very Greek, 
Unchosen aunts grew ' choice antique,' 

And blues turned green ! 

The swarthy suddenly were fair. 
And yellow chanj^d to auburn hair 

Or sunny flax ; 
Ana people very thin and flat, 
Like Aldermen, grew round and fot 

On canras-baoks 1 

1 well remembar all your art 

To make the best of every part, =— 
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l@ A COLLKQK BBHISiaCENCE. 

Could better coax a wrinkle out, 
Or elevate a lowly sncnit, 
Or Bcub a Eomaji 1 

Young gentlemeu witli leaden eyes 
Stared wildly out on lowering skies, 

Quite Corsajr-faaMoQ ; 
And greenish orbs got very Hue, 
And linaey-woolaey maidens grew 

Almost Circassian 1 

And many an ancient maiden annt 
As lean and lank as John O'Gaunt, 

Or even lanker, 
By art tranaformed and newly dreat, 
Could boast for once as full a chest 

As — any banker 1 

Ah 1 we were jolly youngsters then, 
But now we "re sober-sided men, 

Half through life's jaumey ; 
And you've tamed author, Tom, I hear,- 
Andl — you'll think it very queer— > 

Have tnmed attorney! 

Heaven bless you, Tom, in house and beaJ 
(That we should live so far apart 

Is much a pity,) 
And may you multiply your name, 
And have a veiy ' crescent ' fame. 

Just like your city 1 
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I'AMILy QTJAKBBLa. 



FAMILY QUAEBELS. 



'A FOOL,' said Jeaneite, 'is acreatiwe I hate!' 
' But hating,' r[UOth John, ' is immoral ; 

Beaidea, my dear girl, it 's a terrible fate 
To be found ia a family quarrel I' 
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§OiraET TO A CLAM. 

Inglobiotjs friend I most confident I am 

Thy life is one of very little ease ; 

Albeit men moofc tlioe with their similes 
And prate of being ' bappy as a clam ' I 
What though thy shell protects thy fra^e head 

From the sharp bailiffs of the briny sea? 

Thy Talyes are, sure, no safety-valves to thee, 
"While rates are free to desecrate tby bed, 
And bear thee off, — as foemen tafce their spoil,— 

Far fi-om. thy Menda and femily to roam ; 

Forced, like a Hesdan, from thy native home, 
To meet destruction in a foreign broil ! 

Though thou ai't tender, yet thy humble bard 

Declares, clam 1 thy ease is shocking Lard ! 
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A REASONABLE PETITION. 

Yov say, dearest girl, you esteem me, 

And hint of respectful regard, 
And I 'm certain it would n't beseem me 

Snch ao esdleut gift to discard. 
But even -tie Graces, you 11 own. 

Would lose half tlieir beauty apart, — 
And Esteem, -irlien she stands all alone. 

Loots moat uabecomingly tart. 
So grant me, dear ^d, this pelJtion : — 

If Esteem o'er agiun should come hitheii. 
Just to keep hev m obeerful condition. 

Let Love come in company with her I 
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GUHEOPATIIY. 



I SAW a latty y 

A regular M. D., 
Who 'd taken from tlie Faculty 

Her medical degree ; 
And I thought, if ever I was eiiik. 

My doctor she should be I 

1 pity the deluded man 

Wlio foolishly eonsulta 
Another man, iu hopes i« find 

Such magical results 
Aa when a pretty woman lays 

Her hand upon hb pulse ! 



I had a strange w^w^-^.. 

A kind of chronic chill, 
That all the doctors in tbe town, 

With all their Taunted skill, 
Could never cure, I 'm very sure, 

With powder nor with pill ; 

I don't know what they called It 
In tlieii' pompous tKTras of Art, 
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iTor If they tJiouglit it mortal 

In suoh a vital part, — 
I only know 't was i-eokoned 

' Something icy round the heart ' I 

A lady came, — liei' presence brought 

The blood into my ears 1 
She took my hand — and aocielhing like 

A fever now appears I 
Great Galen I — I was all aglow, 

Though I 'd been cold for years I 

Perhaps it is n't every case 

That's fairly in her reach. 
But should I e'er he ill again, 

I fervently beseech 
That I may have, for life or death, 

A lady for my ' leech ' ! 
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. FliaXLOSOPHICAL Q'QEET. 



[p Virtue ba measured hy tvhat we I'esist, 

When against Inclination we strive, 
You and I have been prored, we may fwrly insjaf 

The most vjrtiioua mortaJa alive ! 
Sow Virtue, we know, k the brightest of pearls, 

Bat as Pleasure is hard of evasion, 
Should we envy, or pity, the stoical chnrla 

Who never have known s, temptation ? 
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COmO MISERIES. 



Mt dear young friend, wbose siining 

Sets all tlie room aHaze, 
Don't tLink yourself ' a happy dog,' 

I'or all your merry ivays ; 
Bat learn to wear a soter phiz. 

Be stupid, if you can, 
It 's such a veiy serious thing 

1o be a funny man 1 



You 're at an. evaning party, with 

A group of pleasant folks, — 
Ton venture quietly to crack 

The least oi little jokes : 
A lady does n't catch the point, 

And begs yon to explain, — 
Alas for one ^bo drops a jest 

And takes it up again 1 



u're talking deep philosophy 
W^ith very special force, 
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COMIC UISBSIBIS. 

To edify a clergyman 

WitJi suitable discourse : 
Tou tliink jou Ve got him, — when he calls 

A friend across the way, 
And begs you 11 say that funny thing 

You said the other day ! 



You drop a pretty jeu-iJe-mof 

Into a neighbor's ears. 
Who likes to give you credit for 

The clever thing he hears. 
And so he hawks your jest about, 

The old, authentic one, 
JuiSt breaking off the point of it, 

And leaving out the pun 1 



By sudden change in politics, 

Or sadder change in Polly, 
Tou lose your love, or loaves, and fall 

A prey to melancholy, 
While everybody marvels why 

Yotur mirth is under han, — 
They think your very grief ' a joke,* 

You 'ro such a fuaoy man I 



You follow up a atylish card 
That bids you come and dine, 
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And bring along your fireaiiest mt 

(To pay for musty wme) ; 
You're looting very dismal, when 

My lady boimtes in, 
And wonders what you "re thinking of. 

And why you don't begin ! 



You're telling to a knotof fiiendfl 

A fancy-tale of woes 
That cloud your matrimonial sky, 

And banish all repose,— 
A solemn lady overhears 

The story of your strife. 
And teUa the town the pleasant new 

You quarrel with your wife ! 



My dear young friend, whose shining wit 

Sets all the room ablaze. 
Don't think yourself ' a happy dog,* 

For all your merry ways ; 
But learn to wear a sober pbia, 

Be stupid, if yoa can, 
It 's such a very serious thing 

To be a funny man 1 
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THE OLD 0"4PEL-BEl,L. 



WiTHiK a clmrcliyai'd'a sacred gfoimd, 

Whose fading tablets tell 
Where iliey who built the village chuich 

In solemn Mlence dwelJ, 
Half hidden in the earth, there Ilea 

An ancient Chapel-Bell. 

Broken, decayed, and covei-ed o'ei" 
With moulderfng leaves and rust ; 

Its very name and date concealed 
Beneath a cantering crust; 

Foi^otten — lite its early fliends, 
Who sleep in neighhoring dust. 
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Yet it was once a tmstj' Bell, 

Of most sonorous litag. 
And many a joyous weddiag-peal, 

And many a knell had rmig, 
Ere Tims liad cracked its brazen sides, 

And broke its iron t«ugue. 

And many a youthful heart had daiioed, 

In merry Christmaa-tjme, 
To hear its pleasant rouudolay, 

Sung out in ruling rhyme ; 
And many a worldly thought been checked 

To list its Sabbath chime. 

A youth — a bright and happy boy, 

One sultry summer's day, 
Ameaiy of his bat and ball, 

Chanced hitherward to stray, 
To read a little book he had, 

And rest him fi'om his play. 

' A soft and shady spot is this ! ' 

The rosy youngster cried, 
And sat him down, beneath a fa«o. 

That ancient Bell beade ; 
(But, hidden in the tangled grass, 

The Bell he ne'er espied.) 
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THE OLD OHAPEL-BBLL. 

And thougb, full oft, Wa flagging aigtt 

The boy essayed to spur, 
The mazy page was quietly bst 
a cloudy blur. 



Aud Trhile lie marvelled mnch a.t Uua, 
And wondered bow it came, 

He felt a languor creeping o'er 
His young and weary frame, 

And heard a voice, a gentle voice, 
That plainly spoke his name. 

That gentle voice tbat named his name 

Entranced him like a spell, 
Upon Lis ear m very near 

And suddenly it feH, 
Yet soft and musical, as 't were 

The -whisper of a tell. 

' Since last I apoke,' the voice b^an, 
' Seems many a dreary year 1 

(Albeit, 'tis only ance thy birth 
1 'v6 lain neglected here I) 

Pray list, while I rehearse a talo 
Behooves thee much to hear. 

' Once, from yon ivied tower, I watched 

The villagers, around, 
And gave to all their joys and grieft 

A sympathetic sound, — 
But most are sleeping, now, within 

This consecrated graund. 
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' 1 OBecI to nng my merrieat peal 

To hail tlie blushing bride ; 
I aadly tolled for men cut down 

In. strength and manlj- pi'iile ; 
And solemnly, — not moumfnlly, — = 

When litiie children died. 

'But, ehie£ my duty was to bid 

The villagers repaii', 
On each returning Sabbath mom. 

"Onto the House of Prayer, 
And in hia own appointed place 

The Sainour's mercy share. 

' Ah 1 well I mind me of a child, 

A gleesome, happy maid, 
Who came, with eoastajit step, to church, 

In comely gai'b arrayed. 
And knelt her down full solemnly, 

And penitently prayed. 

'And oft, when chureh was done, I mai'lted 

Tliat little maiden near 
This pleasant spot, with book in Land, 

Aa you are sitting here, — 
She read the Stoiy of the Cross, 

And wept with grief anoere. 

' Years rolled away, — and I beheld 
The chilli to woman grown; 
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THE OLD CHAPEL-BBLI. 

Her elieek was fairer, and lier eye 

With brigliter lustre shone | 
But childhood's truth and Innooenee 

Were still the maiden's otth. 

' 1 never rang a merrier peal 

Than when, a joycms bride, 
She stood beneath the sacred porch, 

A noble youth beside. 
And plighted him her maiden troth, 

In miuden love and pnde. 

' I never tolled a deeper knell, 

Than whea, In after years, 
They Itud her in the ehurohyard here, 

Where this low mound appears — 
(The very grave, my boy, that you 

Are watering now with tears I) 

' Ji 18 % mother! gentle boy, 
That claims this tale of mine, — 

Thou art a, flower whose fatal birth 
Destroyed the pai'ent vine 1 

A precious flower art thou, my child, — 
Two LIVES ynas given foe tuiss 

' One was thy sainted mother's, when 

She gave ihee mortal birth ; 
And one thy Saviour's, when in death 

He shook the solid earth ; 
Go ! boy, and live as may befl.t 

Thy life's exceeding; worth 1 ' 
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llie boy awoke, as from a dream, 
And, thouglitful, footed around, 

Dut nothing saw, save at hia feet 
His motter'e lowly mouud, 

it ad by its ade that ancient Bell, 
Half hidden in the ground ! 
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THE LADY ANB. 



° SnR 'll Boon be here, the Lady Ann/ 

The children cried in glee ; 
' She always comes at four o'clock, 

And now it 's striking three.' 

At stroke of four the lady came, 

A lady passing fair ; 
And she sat and gazed adown the road, 

With a long and eager stare, 

' The mail 1 the mail I ' tlio idlerB cried, 
At sight of a coaeh-and-four ; 

' The mail 1 the mail I' and at the word, 
The coach was at the door. 

Up sprang in haste the Lady Ann, 
And marked with anxious eye 

The travellers, ivho, one hy one. 
Were slowly paaaiiig by. 
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THE LADT AKK. 8 

' Alack I alack I ' the lady cried, 

' He surely named to-day ', 
He 11 ocane to-morrow, then,' she Mghed, 

And, turning, strolled away, 

'Tib passing odd, upon my word," 

The landlord now began; 
' A strange romance 1 — that woman, Sirs, 

la called the Lady Ann. 

' She dwells bard by upon the hill, 

The widow of Sir John, 
Who died abroad, come August next. 

Just twenty years agoae. 

' A hearty neighbor. Sirs, was he, 

A bold, true-heai'ted man ; 
And a fonder pair were seldom seen 

Than he and Lady Ann, 

'They scarce had been a twelvemonth wed, 

When — ill betide the day I — 
Sir John was called to go in haste 

Some hundred miles away. 

'Sle'er lovers ia the fairy tales 

A truer love could hoast ; 
And many were the gentle worda 

That came and went by post. 
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When by the post came down 

The joyous news tiat sooh a day 

Sir Jolm would be in town. 

' Full gleesome was tbe Lady Ann 
To read the welcome word. 

And promptly at tie bour she came, 
To meet ber wedded lord. 

' Alaa I alas I be came not back I 

There only came instead 
A moumftJ message by tlie post, 

That good Sir John was dead I 

' One piercing shriet, and Lady Aniij 
Had swooned upon the floor ; 

Good Sirs, it was a fearful grief 
That gentle lady bore I 

' We raised ber up ; her ebbing life 

Began again to dawn; 
She muttei-ed wildly to herself, — 

'T was pl^ii her wita were gone. 

' A strange forgetfulness came o er 
Her sad, bewildered mind, 

And to the grief that drove her mad 
Her memory was blind 1 
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Ail 1 emce that hour she little wota 
Full twenty years are fled 1 
She little wots, poor Lady Aon 1 
Her wedded lord is dead. 

' But each returning day she deems 

The day he fixed to t ima; 
And ever at the wonted hour 

She 'b here ia greet him home. 

' And when the coach ia at the dooe, 

She marks Tilth eager eye 
The travellers, as one by one 

They 're alowly passing by. 

' " Alack ! " she cries, in plaintive tone, 

" He surely named to-day I 
Hell come to-morrow, then," she sighB, 

And, turning, strolls aiyay.' 
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With rosy cheeks, and merry-dancmg ciirlSj 

And eyes of tender light, 
O, Terj- beanfiful are little girls, 

And goodly to the sight I 



Here comes a group to seek my lonely boweiv 

Ere mamng Autuma dies : — 
How lite the dew-drops on a drooping flowerj 

Are snules from gentle eyes I 

What beaming gladness lights each fairy faea 

The while the elves advance, 
Now speeding swiftly in a gleesome race, 

Wow whirling in a dance 1 

What heavenly pleasure o'er the spirit rolls, 

When all the air along 
Floats the sweet music of untainted aoub, 

In bright, unsullied song 1 
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Tlie sacred nymjbs that guard this sylvan groimd 

May sport uuiiedn irith tliese, 
And joy to hear t)ieii' ringing laugi resound 

Among tie clivsleriug trees 1 

With rosy cheeks, aad merry-dancing curie. 

And eyes of ttuder light, 
0, very beautiful are little Rirls. 

And goodly «i tins m^ i 



H<,.i-< „ Google 



BBHEAVESSKIHI. 



A SONNET. 



Hat, weep not, dearest, though the chUd be dead , 

He Uvea again in Heaven's unclouded life, 
With other angelg that have early fled 

From these dark acenes of sorrow, ma, and strife. 
Nay, weep hot, dearest, though thy yearning love 

Would fondly keep for earth its fairest flowers, 
And e'en deny to brighter realms above 

The few that deck this dreary world of ours: 
Though much it seenK a irondor and a woe 

That one so loved slionld be so early lost, 
And hallowed teare may unfiDrbidden flow 

To mourn the blossom that wa cherished mosti 
Yet all is well ; God's good design I see, 
That where our ti-easure is, our hearts may be ! 
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MY BOYHOOD. 



Ah me 1 those joyous days are gone t 
I little dreamt, till Uiey were flowiis 

How fleeting were tlie hours 1 
ror leat he break the pleasing spell, 
Time bears for youth a muffied bell, 

And hides bis face in. iowers 1 

Ah 1 well I mind me of the days. 

Still bright itt memory's flattering rays, 

When all waa tavr and new ; 
When knaves were only found in books. 
And fi^iends were known by friendly looks, 

And love was always true I 

While yet of Mn I scarcely dreamed. 
And everything was what it seemed, 

And all too bright for choice ; 
When fays were wont to guai-d my sleep. 
And Crusoe still could make me weep, 

And Sanla Clans, rejoice I 

When Heaven was pictured to my thought, 
{In spite of all my mother taught 
Of happiness serene,) 
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A theatre of bojisli plays, — 
One glorious round of holidays, 
Withont a school between I 

Ah me I th<Be Joyous days are gone ; 
I little dreamt, till they were flown, 

How fleeting were the hours 1 
For, lest he hreak the pleasing spell, 
TSme bears for youth a muffled ball. 

And hides his faee in flowers 1 
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The Muses once, — so sacred mytha declare, — 
(Ses classic Keightlj', Cruzer, or Lempriere,) — 
On cleft Parnassus held a lofty seat, 
Where, in the quiet of their calm retreat. 
With sweet accord they speot the rosy hours, 
And wove hright garlands of perennial flowers ; 
Nine hlooroing ^tera, each with separate aioi, 
Yet all rejoicing in the common fame, 
Alone attentive to their high behests, 
No jealous cares distnrbed their tender breasts, 
For Fhcebus, watchful of the sacred Bine, 
Warned off intruders with a magic sign ! — 
Yon Ve seen the hTre in Lowell mills, where score 
In gold or ochre, guard the inner doors ; 
A frequent sight in any factory town. 
Where idle cit, or curious country clown, 
Rea^Is, at a glance, in letters large and clear, 
The startling caution, — ' No admittance here t ' 
What amorous bard, the hidden Nine to view, 
First scaled the wall, or forced a passage through, - 
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103 THE TIMES. 

What ' gay Lothario ' found at length a way 

To win the miuda and lead them all astray, — ■ 

Is yet unknown : — this only can be told, 

Some curat intruder bvoke Apollo's fold, 

And fJl-reraoreelees ibr tha grave abuse, 

In Phmhus' spite let all the Muses loose ! 

Far from their old Parnassian gi'OYes to roam, — 

To grace, instead, some airy garret-home, 

(Where, fi'ee from bailiffs, poetasters rhyme, 

And, thankless, waste their tapers and their time, 

While through the night they fondly toil for naught, 

Angling in inistands for some gudgeon-thought), 

Kbr this the worst that sprang from such a cause. 

Eeleased at once from chaste Diana's laws, 

All moral canons eager now to waive, 

Save only those that wanton Nature gave, 

The Nine are grown a thousand ! — and the Earth 

Hails every morning yet another birth I 

What hinders then, when every youth may choose, 
As Fancy bids, a musket or a Muse, 
And throw his lead among his fellow-men. 
From the dark muzzle of a gun or pen ; 
When blooming school-girla, who absurdly thuik 
That naught but drapeiy can be spoiled with ink, 
Ply ceaseless quills, that, tnia to early use, 
Keep the old habit of the pristine goose, 
While each, a special Sappho in her teens. 
Shines forth a goddess in the magazines ; 
When waning spinsters, happy to rehearse 
Their maiden griefs in doubly grievous verse, 
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Write doleful dittiea, or distressful strains, 
To wicted rivals, or unfiutliful swains, 
Or sereoside, at night's bewitching noon. 
The mythic man whose home is in the moon ; 
When pattern ■wives no thrifty arts possess. 
Save that erf vreaving — fnatianfoT the Press, 
Write Ljrrics, heedless of their scorching buns, 
Dress up iheic Sonnets, but neglect their sons, 
Make ddaty doughnuts from Parnassian wheat, 
And fancy-stockings for poetic feet, — 
While husbands — those who love their coffee hot, 
And like no ' fire ' that does n't hoi! the pot — 
Wish old Apollo, just to plague hjs life, 
Had, for his own, a literary wife ! 

What hinders then tliat I, a sober eU^ 
Who, like the others, keep a Muae myself. 
Should venture here, as kind occasion lends 
A fitting time to please these urgent friends, 
To waive at once my modest Muse's doubt. 
And, jockey-like, to trot the lady out '/ — 

An honest creature, I am bound to say, 
Who does her duty in a roguish way ; 
A laughing jade, of not ungentle mould. 
Although, in sooth, she 'a sometlung apt lo scold, 
And, like some worthy people you have seen. 
Who 're always talking sharper than they mean, 
A genuine Sphinx as ever poet sang, 
With much good-nature and a shi'ewish tongue 1 

Yet, like your neighbor, be it ucdorstood. 
She never censures but for public good. 
And like her, too, would feel herself unsexed 
If voted angry when she 's only vexed I 
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Don't let me rouse unreasonable fears, 
While I, like Bmtns, ask you for your ears ! 
Bear as you can the transient twinge of pain, 
In half an hour you 'II have them back again. 

We 're a vast people — that 's beyond a doubt — 
And nothing loatli to let the secret out 1 
Vain were his labors who should now begin 
To stop our growth, or fence the country in 1 
Let the bold sceptic who denies ow worth 
Just hear it proved on any ' Glorious Fourth,' 
When patriot tongues the thrilling tale rehearse 
In grand orations, or resounding verse | 
When poor Jolm Bull beholds his navies sink 
Before the blast, in swelling floods of ink, 
And vents his wrath till all around is blue, 
To see bis amiies yearly flogged anew ; 
While honest Ihitohmen, round the speaker's stand, 
Forget, for once, their dearer fathei^land, 
And tJirifty Caledonians bless the fate 
That gives tiem. freedom at so cheap a rate, 
And ,^ clear right to celebrate the day, 
And not a baubee for the boon to pay ; 
And Gallia's children prudently relieve 
Their bursting bosoms, with as loud a ' vive ' 
For ' L'Araerique,' as when their voices swell 
With eq^ual glory for ' la bagatelle ; ' 
And ardent sons of Erin's blessfed Isle 
Grow patriotio in the Celtic style, 
And, all for friendship, bruise each other's eyes, 
As when Saint Patrick claims the sacrifice ; 
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While thronging Yankees, all ir 

Aa if tiie speaker wert 

Swell witli the theme, till every mother's son 

Feels all his country's magnitude liis owe I 

Tou 11 hear abaut that sturdy little flock 
Who landed once on Plymouth's barren rook, 
Daring the dajigers of the angry main, 
For civil freedom and for godly gain ; 
An honest, frugal, hardy, dauntless band, 
Who Bought a reftige in this Western land, 
Where — (if their own quaint language I may usa 
That carried back tbe firat Colonial news) — 
' Where all the saints may worship as they wish, 
And cateh abundance of the finest fish I ' 

Tou 11 hear, amaaed, the hardships they endured. 
To what untold privations were inured, — 
What wondrous feats of stout, herculean toil, 
Ere they subdued the savage and the soil, 
And drave, at last, the intruding heathen out, 
T511 Witches, Quakers, al2 were put to rout ! 

Here grant the Muse one moment to explain, 
Lest you accuse her of a mocking strain, 
I lore the Puritan ; and irom my youti 
Was taught 1» admire his valor and his truth. 
The veriest caviller must acknowledge still 
His honest purpose, and his manly wilL 
I own I reverence that peculiar race 
Who valued steeples less than Christian grace. 
Preferred a hut where frost and freedom reigned, 
To sumptuous halls at freedom's cost obtained, 
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And, proudly Bccrning all that royal knaves, 
For bartered oonseienee, sold to cringing slaves, 
Gave np tiiejr homes for rights respected move 
Han all (he allui'ements of their native store, 
In stranger laniis their tattered flag unihrled, 
Ani taught this doutrine to a etarded world ; 
' Mitres and thrones are man-created things, — 
We'OJwn. no master, save tJie King of kings ! ' 

'T is little marvel that their honored name 
Bears, as it most, some macule of shame ; 
'T is only pity that they e'er forgot 
The golden lessons their experience taught ; 
Thought 'Toleration' due to 'saints alone, 
And ' Eights of Conscience ' only meant their own . 
Enforcing laws, concocted to their need. 
On all nonjurors to the ruling creed, . 
1511 Baptists groaned beneath their iron heel, 
And Quakers quated with unaccustomed ^eal 1 

And when I hear, as oft the listener may 
In song and sermon on a festal day, 
Their virtues lauded to the wondering skies, 
As none were e'ei' so great, or good, or wise, 
I straight bethink me of the Iiish wit, 
(A people famed for many a ready hit,) 
"Who, sitting once, and rather ill at ease. 
To hear, in prose, such huge hyperboles. 
Gave for a toast, to elude the fiJsome tone, 
OldPljinouthEoek, — the Yankee Blai-ney-stonel 
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Bnt to resnme, — aa otter preachers say, 
Led by their twentietli episode astray, 
And thus recall their pristine theme anew, 
Lost in the maaes of the ahiftiag Tiew, — 
But to resume : these hardy pioneers 
Grow, in the flight of scarce a hundred years, 
Till, where a few weak colonies were seen, 
Thrive in their strength ' the glorious Old Thirteen ; 
And these, anon, released irom British rule, 
Swarm like the pupils of a parish school ; 
And still the;- flourish at a wondrous rate. 
Towns follow towns, and state succeeds to state, 
Until, at last, among its crimson bars, 
Our country's banner, crowded full of stars. 
O'er Freedom's sons in happy triumph waves, 
Some twenty millioua, — not to count the slaves I 

Wo 're fond of Missions, and rejoice to lend 
Our ready aid the Gospel light to send 
To eliaee the gloom that clouds the Pagan's soul, 
And haply make bis broken spirit whole ; 
To take the wanderer led by sin astray. 
And wm his footsteps to the better way. 
No cavillmg voice at schemes lUte this I r^e, — ■ 
All this is well, and to the nation's praise. 
Still let the work with growing force proceed. 
That kindly answers to the Heathen's need. 
But that some brave proselyte would come 
And preach good morals to the folks at home ! 
O that the next Australian whom they get 
Safe in the meshes of the Gospel net, 
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Straight *o our coimtrj' may be kindly brought 
With all the Christian doctrine he has got, 
That he may t«ach it, uncomipt, and clear 
Of all perreraion, to our Heathen here I 
Accursed War, and deadly lust of Gold, 
These and their horrars let hia eyes heboid, 
Kow, — in the moral summer of the days, — 
Here, — in the foeus oFthe Gospel blaze, — 
How TTOuld he beg the dootori to explain. 
And solve the puaaJe ere it turned his brain ! 
And when their best excuses he had heard. 
How would liis breast with honest zeal be stirped 
To teach our graduates iu the Christian aohool 
The simple lessons of the Golden Kule I 
And how, the while he spoke with pleasure true, 
As one unfolding something good and new. 
How would the wings of his amazement soar 
To find their ears had heai'd it all before ! 

murderous War I how long shall History ehooaa 
Thee for the favorite topic of her Muse ? 
As if the real business of mankind. 
The noblest purpose of the immortal mind, 
Were shown in him wlio has the greatest skill 
In that old mystery, — the art to kill 1 
And he adorned with most herolo grace, 
Who deals the largest slaughtei' to the race 1 

A neighboring people rich in landed spoils. 
But weak with ignorance and domestic broils ; 
A haughty nation, full of pride for wli^t 
Their fathers wf;re, althouRh themselves are not; 
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A people fond of pai^eants and parade, 
lleplete at once with gas and gasconade, 
With all the ■«apor of tlie Spanish gire, 
Without a flicker of Castilian fire, — 
A race like this — tell it not in Gath ! — 
Excites our avarice and provokea our "wrath, 
And so we loose the fiendish dogs of war, 
And ply our stripes to gain another star I 

Tell not, ye Babhlea of the Whitish creed, 
Who trim your dootrjnes to your party's need, 
And let your lipa with fluent phrases move 
To censure measnrea which your acta approve, — 
Tell not, except to credulous marines. 
How you abhor our recent warlike scenes. 
And don't again repeat that precious joke 
Which ^ves the odium all to Colonel Folic, 
Tor he may find, who prohes the matter well, 
At least a dozen Colonels in the shell I 
Pray just review the leaders of the bands, 
And, as you pass them, let them raise their hands ," 
Count iToU the blades that glitter in the Bun, 
And mork their gidlant bearera, one by one, — 
For every Whig whose sword jiiur eye may catch, 
Tou 11 scarcely find a ' I-oco-foco ' match I 

We Ve all alike, — no thinking man defines 
The people's temper by their party hnw. 
With bright exceptions, few and far between. 
Like spots of verdure in a winter scene. 
From Rio Grandd to Penotscot'a flood, 
The whole vast nation loves the lanell of blood i 
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But wars oost money ; and though fiind of wara, 
We worsHp Mammoii qnite as much as Mam, 
And so consent the battle to forego, 
And wait till Interest juatiflea the blow. 
Meantime, tkougb Mara upon the shelf is laid, 
We yet oau suraaion Braco to our aid. 
The cockpit 's vulgar ; and the pleasant game 
Of baiting bears is reckoned much the same; 
' The manly Kng ' is held improper, too ; 
■rhe Duel 's wicked, and will never do ; 
*T is plain to see as any comef^s taU, 
That war 'a immoral on ao small a scale ! 
But Draco 's gi'are, decorous, and diacreet, 
And gives diversions in a mode so neat, 
' The moat faatidioua ' — in the showman phrase — 
Can't he ofTciidcd with his bloody ways. 
For, Uke the doctors, thotigh he out and bleed, 
He shows a broad diploma for the deed I 
As boys CKpend tlieir zoiflogic rage 
On annual tigers in a travolliug Rivge, 
So, by the strictest pathologic rule, 
A moatidy hanging keeps the nation cod I 

The public right to guard the common weal 
From, thief and ruffian, naught but maniac zeal 
Will e'er deny, while every worthy cause 
Bests in the proper sanction of the laws. 
Bat when will men the Christian lesson learn, 
That 'tis not theirs to throttle or to bum 
Thulr brother sinner to his mortal hurt, 
Only because they deem it liis desert. ! 
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If no stem need, with loud imporiong call, 
Demaod the forfeit, be it great or small, 
Let not your heart usurp the sacred throne 
Of Him who said that vengeance was hb own I 
In meek submission drop the uplifted rod, 
And leave the sinner to the einner's God 

In vain we boaat fhe fi'eedom ITature gave : 
^las 1 fie Ethiop 's not the only slave ! 
When irom their ch^ns shall Saxon minds be freed, 
The slaves to inst, to party, and to creed ? 

Slaves to their Clique, who favor or qjpoae. 
As crafty leaders pull the party-nose ; 
While the ' dear countiy,' as the reader leama,' 
Is saved or i-uined in quadrennial turns! 

Slaves to the Mode, who pinch the aching waist, 
And mend God's image to the Gallic taste ; 
Who sell their comfort &r a narroir boot, 
Nor heed the ' corn-laws ' of the suffering foot ! 

Slaves to the mling Sentiment, whose choice 
Is but the echo of the public voice. 
While their own thoughts the wretches fear to speak,' 
Not Sundays only, but throughout the week 1 

Slaves to Antiquity, who put their trust 
In mouldy dogmas, mummies, moth, find rust; 
Who buy old nothings at the highest cost. 
And deem no art worth having till it 's loatl 

Slaves to then' Sect, who deem all heavenly light 
Through one small taper cheers the moral night, — 
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Whicli, should it fail to throw its radiant spark, 
Would leave the hapless natbna in the dai-k 1 

Slaves to Conastency and prudent fears, 
As if mistakes grew sacred with tWr yeara 1 
Fearful of change, aad much ashamed to show 
They 're wiser now than twenty yeaiB ago. 
Because, forsooth, 't would maie the matter plaia 
They once were wrong, ajid may be so again I 

Slaves to Ambition and the lust of fame. 
Who sell theh' subatance for a shadowy name, 
And barter happy yeai-s for one brief horn' 
Of courdy dalliance witli the harlot, Powerl 

Bond slaves to Avarice, who perversely soil 
Their willing hands wifh hard, unceasing toil, 
For no reward except the menial strife, 
As knaves turn tread-miEs iu a convict life 1 

Eut lest He Muse should give her hearers pain 
By overstraining her heroic strain, — 
A metre strong and well contrived, in sooth, 
To bear fall measures of satu'ic truth, 
But rather grave, and something apt to tire 
Those ears perverse that love an easy lyre, — 
She 11 drop the proud heroic for a while 
For a new topic and a nimbler style. 
And, just for change, endeavor to unfold 
The shimng treasui-es of the Land of Gold I 
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Hurrah for the land wJiere tlie iv 



Are sparkling with treasuresiio language hath told. 
Whore the wa,ve of the rirer and spray of the firan- 

Are blight irith the glitter of genuine gold I 
Who cares for the pleasures and duties of home, 

And all the refinements that grow in its bowers ? 
To the liappy Dorado away we will roam, — 

'T will lie time to ' refmo ' when the metal is ours ! 



Hurrah for the country where Mercury and Mam- 
Are the rulers enthroned in the Capitol-seat; 

Where Order is chaos, and Justice is gammon, 
And yet there 'b no Bacon to read or to eat ! 

Let Famine stalk gaunt and ungainly aroind. 
So thin that his features you scarce can behold, - 

Who 'd live upon bread at an ounce for a pound ? 
Or exchange for potatoes hia carats of gold ? 



Hurrah for the country where Ceres and Hyjueu 
Are driven abashed from the bountiful soil, 

A Ti ll Mmic 's unheard, save the musical chiming 
Of piokase and pan in the clatter of toil. 
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^0 cares for your dull academical lore ? 

Or would seek for a ^ngle pbilosopher's stont 
tVlieu out of tlie lieapa of auriferous ore 

He can fill np his pockets with 'rocks' of lis 01 



Hurrah for the country where Plutus is cMe^ 

And where, for a -wonder especially odd, 
His worsliippers freely avow their belief, 

And are never ashamed to acknowledge thas: 
godi 
Where the currency's ruled by a natural law, 

And Biddlea and Barings are voted no thanks,™ 
Where, in spite of the heavy, perpetual draw, 

There '3 always abundanee of gold in the Banks f 



If a brother, seduced by 01 

And mad with the frenzy that lucre inspires. 
Should hit UB, some day, on the hack of the pate, 

With a heartier thump than affection requires, 
And our bodies be hid in the glittering dust, — 

What matters the incident ? why should we care ? 
To die very rich is the national Inst, 

To be ' buried in gold ' is the popular prayer I 

VI. 
Then away with all doubting and fanciful ills, 

Away with impresaons that duty would print, 
The PactoJian drops that affection distils 

Can never be coined into drops of the mint 1 
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Are sparkling with ti 
fold, 
Where the wave of the river and spray ol 

Are "bright Vi'itU tho glitter of genuine j 



Let others, dazzled by the shining ore, 
Delve in the dirt to gather golden store. 
Let. Others, patient of the meniEil tcdl 
And daily mfferiug, seek the precious spoil; 
While most shall struggle through the weary yeara 
With naiight of Midas save his ample ears 1 
Ho hero I, in sueh a cause to brave 
Hunger and pain, the robber aod the grave. 
1 11 work, iriiBtead, exempt from hat« and harm. 
The fruitful ' placers ' of my monntain-farai, 
Where the bright ploughshare opens richest veins, 
From whence shall issue eounfieaa golden grains, 
Which in the fiiluesB of the year shall come, 
In bounteous sheaves, to bless my harvest-home I 

But, haply, good may come of mining yet: 
'Twill help to pay the nation's foreign debt; 
'T will fiirther liberal arts ; plate rings and pins, 
Gild boolcs and coaches, mirrors, signs, and gina ; 
'T will cheapen pens and pencils, and perohanoa 
llay give us honest dealing for Finance, 
(That magic art, unknown to darker times 
When iraud and falsehood were reputed crimeSa 
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Whose curious laws with nice precisioa teach 
How whole estates are made &om parts of speeoh 
How lying rags for honest coin shall pass, 
And foreign gold be p^d in native brsas I) 
'Twill eaye, perhaps, each deep-indebted State 
From all temptation to ' repudiate,' 
Till Time restore our precious credit lost, 
And hush the wail of Peter Plymley's ghost I '" 

Bnt lest, O Muse, iky weary fHends complain 
Thou loT'et o'ermueh the harsh, satiric strain, 
PerTenely pleased witi hateful themes alone, 
And ftYftr sin^ng in a scolding tone, 
E'en change the note, and dedicate thy lays 
For one brief moment to discerning praise. 

While drones and dreanung optimists protest, 
' The woret Js well, and all is for the best ; ' 
And sturdy croakers chant the counter song, 
That ' man grows worse, and everything is wrong i 
Truth, as of old, still loves a golden mean. 
And shuns extremes to walk erect between I 
The world improves ; with slow, unequal pace, 
' The Grood Time 's coming ' to our hapless race. 
. The general tide beneath the refluent sm'ge 
KoUs on, resistless, to its destined verge I 
Unfriendly hills no longer interpose " 
As stuhbom walls to geogi'aphic foes, 
Nor envious streams run only to divide 
The hearts of brethren ranged on either side. 
Promethean Science, with nntiiing eye 
Searching the mysteries of the earth and sky ; 
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And cunning Art, with strong and plastic hand 
To work the marvels Science may tommand; 
And broad-Tvinged Commerce, swift to carry o'er 
Earth's countless hleasings to her farthest shore, — " 
These, and no German nor Genevan sage, 
These are the great refoi'mers of the age I 

See Art, exultant in her stately oar, 
On Satnre'a 'I5Eana wage triumphant mar ! 
While e'en the Lightnings hy her wondrous skill 
Are tamed for heralds of her aorereign ■willl 
Old Ocean's breast a new invader feels. 
And heaves in vain to clog her iron wheels ; 
In vain the Forests marahal all their force, 
And Mountains rise to stay her onward course ; 
From out her path each hold opposer hurled, 
She throws her girdle round a captive world 1 

I 've kept my promise. Of a prosy song 
Men want but little, nor that little long ; 
Yet even dulness may afford relief 
On some occasions, if it's only brief; 
As transient cloudlets soothe the aching eight, 
Blind with the daszle of untempered light I 
'Tis something that my Pegasus, though slow, 
Don't stand eurvetling when he 's bid to go ; 
And, clear at least of one egregious fault, 
Knows like a M^jor when and where to halt ! 
Tf in hb flight he ventured not to soar 
Where Helios' son, too rashly, went before, 
(A pj-egnant hint for feeble bards who dare 
The awful heights beyond their native fur,) 
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Twas no dull spirit ield the nag ia check, 
But only mercy for Lis rider's neck, — 
Whom, tvere be lost among the foga tliat lie 
Between the empjTean and the nether sky, 
And headlong hurled to some Bteotian deep. 
No pitying nymphs had gathered round to weep ! ' 
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CAEMEK liETUM: 

RwUed, after dinner, betbre the Alumtil of Mldllabm; Collegs, Bit 
tlieii' SeiDi-ceal«Hii1sl OelabrsliOD, Augogt SH, I960. 

A EIGHT loving welcome, my true-hearted Brothers, 
Wlio have eome out to viait the Mndest of mothers ; 
You may thiui as you will, hat there is n't » douM 
Atyna Mater rejoices, and knows you are out ! 
Rgoices to see you in gratitude here, 
Ketnming to lioaor her fiftieth year. 
And while the good lady ia so overcome 
With maternal emotion, she 's stricken quite dumb, 
(A thing, I must own, that 's enough to perplex. 
A shallow obgerver, who thhJca that the sex, 
Whatever coay he their internal revealings, 
Can never he pained with unspeakable feelings,} 
Indulge me, dear Brothers, nor think me El-bred, 
If I venture a moment to speak in her stead. 
I, who, thongh the humblest and homeliest one, 
Feel the natural pride of a dutiful son. 
And esteem it to-day the profoundest of joys, 
That, not less than yourselves, I am one of the boys I 

Krst aa to her healil!, which, I'm sorry to say, 
Has been bettor, no doubt, than she finds it to-day 5 
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Yet when you reflect she 'a been eumcu'Iiat neg- 
lected, 
She 's really as well as could well be expected; 
Aad, spite of ill-treatment and preiuatui'e fe^B, 
la a liearty old lady, for one of Ler years. 
Indeed, I miist tell you a bit of a tale, 
To show you she 's feeling remarkably hale ; 
How she turned up her noae, but a short time ago, 
At a rather good-looking importunate beau. 
And how she refused, with a piincess-liie carriage 
' A very respectable offer of maaiiage.' * 

Tousee, my dear Brothers, a neighboring College 
Wlio values himself on the depth of bis knowledge, 
With a prayer for her love, and eye to her land 
Waited up to the lady and offered bis hand. 
For a minute or so she vias all in a flutter, 
And had not a word she could audibly utter ; 
For she felt in her bosom, beyond all coneealiDg, 
A kind of a — sort of a — widow-like feeling 1 
But recovering soon from the delicate shock, 
She held up her head like an eld-faahioned clock. 
And, with proper composure, went on and defined, 
In soitable phrases, the state of her mind ; 
Said she would n't mind changing her single con- 
dition, 
CoTild she fah'ly expect lo unprove her position ; 

<k AlliiEloD Is had, !a tills wd Bobaeaueiit lines, to an nastia- 

ofVerniont. The sflSir Isimte twalea with the license of a flia- 
ner poem, on^ with the partklitj peroiitloi to tbe occasion 
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And thus, by some words of equivocal scope, 
Gave her lover decided ' permission to hope.' 
It were idle tc talk of the billing and eooing 
The amoroTis gentleman used itt Ub wooing ; 
Or how she replied to his pressing advances, 
Hia oscular touches and ocular glances ; — 
'T is enough that Ms courtship, hy all that ia knowa, 
•¥as quite the old story, and much like your own 1 

Thus the matter went on, till the lady found out, 
C le very fine day, what the rogue was about, — 
T. %t all that he wanted was merely the power 
Bj marital license to pocket her dower, 
An then to discard her in sorrow and sharae, 
Ber aved of her home and her na,m(j and her f^e. 
In d ep indignation she turned on hev heel, 
Witl f nob withering scoru as a lady might fee! 
For a knave, who, in ^stealing her miniatttte case, 
Should take tbe gold setting, and leave her the face I 
But soon gi'owing calm as the breast of the deep. 
When the breezes are bushed that the waters may 

She sat in her chair, like a dignified elf. 

And thus, while I listened, she talked to herself: — ■ 

' Nay, t was idle to think of so foolish a plan 

As a match with this pert University-man, 

For I have n't a chick but would redden with shame 

At the very idea of my losing my name ; 

And would feel that no son'Ow so heavy could coma 

To his mother, as losing her excellent home. 
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Tis true 1 am weak, but my children are strong, 
And won't see me sufiei' privation or wrong ; 
So, away irilli tlie dream of connubial joys, 
1 11 stick to the homestead, and look to the boys ! ' 

How joyous, my friends, is the cordial greeting 
Whiob gladdens the heart at a family meeting ; 
When broihera assemble at Friendship's old shrine 
To look at the present, and talk of ' Lang Syne ' 1 
Ah 1 well I remember the halcyon years. 
Too earnest for laughter, too pleasant for teara, 
When life was a boon in yon classical court. 
Though lessons wore long, and though cotumotw 

were short I 
Ah 1 well I remember those excellent men. 
Professors and tutors, who reigned o'er as then j 
Who guided our feet over Science's bc^ 
And led ns quite safe through Philosophy's fogs. 
Ah 1 well I remember the Pi'esident's * face. 
As he sat at the lecture with dignified grace, 
And neatly unfolded the mystical themes 
Of various deep metapbysioal schemes, — 
How he brightened the path of his studious flock. 
As he gave them a key to that wonderful Locke ; 
How he taught us to feel it was fatal indeed 
WifJi too much reliance to lean upon Heid ; 
That Sleimrt was sounder, but wrong at the last, 
From following his master a little too fast, — 
Then closed the discourse in a scholarly tone, 
With a clear and intelligeiit creed of his own. 
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That the maa had bia faults it were safe to infer, — 
Though I really don't re''olleot what they were, — 
I barely remember this one little trath, 
When hia case wm di::uussBd by the critical youth. 
The Seniors and Freshmen were sure to divide, 
And the former were all on the President's side 1 

And well I remember another, whose praise 
Were a suitable theme for more elegant lays ; 
But even in numbers ungainly and rough, 
I must mention the name of our glorimis Hough I 
Who does not remember 1 for ■who can forget, 
Till Memory's star shall forever have set, 
How he sat in his place uuaffected and bold, 
And taught us more truths than the leaaon bad told 1 
Gave a lift to ' Old Wol,' for the love of the iight^ 
And a slap at the Stuarts, with cordial spite ; 
And, quite in the teeth of conTenlional rules, 
Hui-led his adjectives dewa upon tyranla and fools? 
But, chief, he excelled in his proper vocation 
Of giving the classics a claasie translation ; 
In Latin and Greek he was almost oracular. 
And, what 's more to his praise, understood the veiv 

nacular, 
0, t was pleasant to hear him make English of 

Till you felt that no tongue was inherently weak ; 
"While Horace in Latin seemed quite understated. 
And rejoiced like old Enoch in being translated I 

And others there were ^ but the hour would fall, 
To bring them all up in historic detail ; 
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And yet I would gwe, ere the moment has fled, 
A sigh for the absent, a tear fov the dead. 
There 's not one of them all, where'er he may rove, 
In the shadows of earth, or the glories abore, 
In the home of his birth, or in lands far away, 
But comes back to be kindly remembered to-day I 

One little word more, and my duty is done ; — 
A health to our Mother, &ota each mother's son 1 
Unfading in beauty, increasing in sb'ength. 
May she flouiish in health through the century's 

length 1 
And next when her children come round her to 

May Esto pei-petva then be the toast ! 
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At an oM-fasHoned inn, with a pendulous Mgn, 
Onco graced with the head of the Mng of the kine, 
But innocent now of the slightest ' design,' 
Save calling low people to spuiious wine, — 
While the villagers, drinking and playing ' bU fbura, 
And Cracking small jokes, with vociferous roars, 
Were talking of horses, and hunting, and — scores 
Of amilar topics a bar-room adores, 
But which ri^d morality greatly deplores, 
TSl as they grew high in their bacchanal revels, 
They fell to discoursing of witches and devils, — 

A neat angle rap, 

Just the ghost of a tap. 
That would scarcely have wakened a flea from his 

Not at all in its sound like your ' Rochester Knocfc 

ing,' 
(Where asses in herds are diurnally flocking,) 
But twice as mysterious, and vastly more shocking, 
Was heard at the door by the people within. 
Who stopped in a moment their clamorous din, 
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And ceased ill a trice from tteirjotes and tlieir gin; 

Wien wLo alioiild appear 
But an odd-looking stranger somewhat ' in the sere,' 
(He seemed at the least in his ^xtieth year,) 
And he limped in a manaer exoeadingly queer, 
Wore breeches uncommonly wide in the rear. 
And hie nose was turned tip with a comical sneer, 
And he had in his eye a most viUanous leer, 
Quite enough to make any- one tremble with fear ! 

Whence he came, 

And what was his name, 
And what his purpose in venturing out. 
And whether his lameness was ' gammon. ' or gont, 
Or merely fatigue from strolling about, 
Were queations involved in a great deal of doubt,—" 

When, taking a chair. 

With a sociable air, 
Like that which your 'Uncle' 's accustomed to wear, 
Or a broker determined to sell you a share 
In his splended ' New England Gold-mining ' afiaiv, 
He opened his mouth and went on to declare 
That he was a devU ! — ' The devil you are 1 ' 
Cried one of the guests assembled there. 
With a sudden start, and a frightened stare 1 
' Nay, don't be alarmed,' the stranger exclaime, 
' At tie name of the devil, — /'IK f^e ZJwa o/i¥"ow!«s / 

Tou 11 wonder why 

Such a devil as I, 
Who ought, you would say, to be devilish shy, 
Should venture in here mth never a doubt, 
And let the best of his secrets out ; 
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But miad you, my toys, 

It's one of the joys 
Of the cumiihgeet woman and craftiest maa. 
To run as quickly as ever they can, 
And put a can£.dant under ban 
Not to publiah their favorite plan I 

And even the de'il 

"WjII sometunea feel 
A little of that remarkable zeal, 
And (when it's safe) delights to tell 
The very deepest arcana of — well;-— 
EesideB, my favor this company ytim, 
For I value next to capital rinB 
Those out-aiid-outera who Mvel in inns ! 

So, not to delay, 

I 'In going to say, 
In the very fullest and fraiJteat way, 
All about my honors and claims, 
Projeeta and plans, and objects and aims, 
And wliy I'm called "The Devil of Names!'' 

I cheat by false graces, 

And duplicate faces, 

And treacherous praises, 
And 1^ hiding bad things under plausible phr 

111 give you a sample. 

By way of example : 
Here 's a bottle before me, will suit to a T 
For a nice illustration : this liquor, d' ye see, 
Is the water of death, though topers agree 
To think it, and drink it, as pure "mudevle; 
Iknow what it is, —that's sufHeient for me! 
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For the blackest of sms, and crimes, and shames, 

I find B(A Tvords and innocent names. 

The Hells devoted to Satan's games 

I christen " Saloons " and " Halls " and then, 

By another contriTanee of mine again, 

They 're only haanted by " sporting men,"- 

A phrase which many a gamester hegs, 

In spite of the saw that" e^s is eggs," 

To whiten his nigritudinous legs 1 

' To debauchees I graiaonsly grant 
The fevoi' to be " a little gallant," 
And soften vicious vagrancy down, 
By civilly speating of " men about town ; " 
There 's cheating and lying 
In seEing and buying. 
And all sorts of frauds and dishonest exactions, 
I Ve brought to the smallest of moral infractions, 
Merely by naming them " business transactions 1 " 
There 'b swindling, now, is vastly more fine 
As " Banking, " — a lucky invention of mine; 
Worth ten in tie old diabolical line I 

' In lesser matters it's all the sam.e, 
J gfun the thing by yielding the name ; 
It's really quite the broadest of jokes, 
But, on my honor, there 's plenty of folks 
So uncommonly fond of verbal cloaks, 
They can't enjoy the dinners they eat, 
Court tie " muse of the twinkling feet," 
Laugh or ang, or do anything meet 



H<,.i-< „ Google 



For Christian people, witliont a cheat 
To make tLeir liappiness quite complete I 

The Boston saints 

Arc fond of these feints; 
A thoatj^ rouses the loudest eomplaiuts, 
TiU it's thoroughly purged fl'om postilsnt taints, 
By the charm of a name and a pious Te Deum, — 
Yet they patronize actors, and handsomely fee 'em 1 
Keep (shade of " the Howards I ") a gay " Athe- 

And have, alwre all, a harmless " Musemn," 
Where folts ivho love plays may religiously see 'em ! 

' But leaving a trifle whith cost me more trouble 
By fai' than the worth of so flimsy a huhhle, 
1 oome to a matter which really claims 
The studious cara of the Devil of Names. 
There 's " Charity " now — ' 

But the lecture was done, 
Like old Goody Morey's, when scarcely begun ; 
The devil's discourse by its serious teaching 
Had set 'em a-saorjng, like regular preaching 1 
One look of disdain on (he sleepers he threw, 
As in bitter contempt of the slumbering crew. 
And the devil had vanished without more ado, — 
A trick, I suspect, that he seldom plays you ! 
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OB, THE A^IATETTE 

DanThaSthon — SO the Iiiatorieg run— 
Was a joliy young cliap, and a son of tlic Sow, »-= 
Or rather of Phcebus ; but as to Lis mother, 
Genealogists make a deuse of a pother, 
Some going for one, and some for another 1 
For myself, I must say, as a careful explorer, 
This rowing young blade was the son of AuitOEA J 

Now old Father Ph(ebus, ere railways begun 

To elevate funds and depreciate fun. 

Drove a very fast coach by the name of ' The Sun; 

Running, they say, 

Trips every day, 
(On Sundays and all, in a heathenish way,) 
All lighted up with a famous aiTay 
Of lanterns that shone with a biilliant display, 
And dashing along lite a gentleman's ' shay,' 
"With never a fare, and nothing to pay ! 
Horn Phabthox begged of his doting old father 
To grant him a favor, and this tlie rathei', 
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Since some oiie had hinted, the yotith to annoy, 

That he was n't hy any means PHOiBtTB'a boy ! 

Intending, the rMcally son of a gun, 

To darken the brow of tlie son of the Son I 

' By the terrible Styx I ' said the angry sire. 

While his eyes flashed volumes of fury and fire, 

' To prore your reviler an infamous liar, 

I sweai I will grant you whate'er yon desire ! ' 

' Then by my head,' 

The young^fer sfud, 
' I '11 mount the coach when the horsea are fed I — 
For there's nothing I 'd choose, as I'm alive, 
like a seat on the box, and a dashing drive ! ' 

' Nay, PhaEthon, don't, — 

I beg you won't, — 
Just stop a moment and think upon 1 1 ' 
' You 're quite too young,' continuad the sage, 
' To tend a coach at your tender age I 

Besides, you see, 

'Twill really be 
four first appearance on any Stage 1 

Desist, my child, 

The cattle are wild, 
And when \hdr mettle is thoroughly " riled," 
Depend upon 't the coach 11 be " spiled," — 
They 're not the fellows to draw it mild 1 

Desist, I say, 

Toullrue the day,— 
So mind, and don't be foolish, Pha I ' 

But the youth was proud, 

And swore aloud, 
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'T was jiist tlie thing tti agtoiuBli the crowd, — 
He 'd have the horses and would a't he cowed ! 
In vain the boy was cautioned a,t large, 
He called for the chargers, nnheeding the charge, 
And Yowed that any young fellow of force 
Could manage a dozen courses, of course 1 
Now Phcebds felt exceedingly sorry 
He had given his word in Buoh a hurry, 
But having bwo3^ by the Styx, no doubt 
He was in for it now, and could n't back out 
So calling PhaEthon up in a trice. 
He gave the youth a tit of advice ; — 

'" Parce slimulis, ulere loiis 1" 
(A " atage direction," of which the core is, 
Don't use the whip, — they 're ticklish things, — > 
But, whatever you do, hold on to the strings I) 
Kemember the rule of the Jehu-tribe is, 

" M&dio tulissimm ihis," 
(As the Judge remarked to a rowdy Scotchmaji, 
Who was gdng to quod between two watchmen !) 
So mind your eye, and spare your goad. 
Be shy of the atones, and keep in the road ! ' 

Now PnAftTHOK, perched in the coachman's place, 

Drove off the steeds at a furious pace. 

Fast as coursers running a race. 

Or bounding along in a steeple-chase I 

Of whip and shout there was no lack, 

' Crack — whack — 

Whack — crack,' 
Sesounded along the horses' back 1 — 
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FrigMened benoatli tlie stinging lasli, 
Cutting their flauts in many a gash, 
On — on tiey sped aa swift as a flash, 
Through thick and thin away they daeli, 
(Such rapid driving is always rash I) 
When all at once, with a dreadful crash, 
The whole ' establishment ' went to smash I 

And PnAiiTHON, he, 

As all agree, 
Off the coach was suddenly hurled. 
Into a puddle, and out of the world I 



Don't rashly take to d; 
Nor set it down in your table of forces. 
That any one man equals any four heroes 
Doii't swear by the Styx ! — 
It's one of Old Nick's 
Diabolical tricks 
To get people into a regular ' fix,' 
And hold 'em there as fast as bricks ! 
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PYEAMUS jUID THISBE. 



This tra^cal tale, wMcli, they aay, is a true onst 
la old, bat fie manner is wholly a new one. 
One Ovid, a writer of some reputation, 
Has told it before In a tedious narration ; 
In a style, ta be sure, of remartable fulness, 
But which nobody reads on account of its dulness. 

Yoang Pbteb Pykamus — I call liim Peter, 
Not for the sake of the rhyme or metre. 
But merely to make the name completer ~ 
For Peter lived in the olden tunes. 
And in one of the worst of Pagan climes 
That flouriab cow in classical fame, 

Long before 

Either noble or boor 
Had such a thing aa a Christian name — 
Young Petbk then was a nice young bean 
As any young la<!y would wish to know; 

In years, I ween. 

He was rather green, 
That is to say, ho was just eighteen, — 
A triSe too short, and a shaving too lean, 
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And fit to dance witt a May-day queen I 

Wow Peter loved a beautiful gii-l 
As ever inanared the heart of an earl 
In tlie ma^eal trap of an auburn curl, — 
A little Miss Thisbk who lived nest door, 
(Tliey slept in fact on the very same floor, 
With a wall between them, and nothing more, — 
Ihoee doable dwellings mere common of yore,) 
And they loved each other, the legends say, 
In that very beautiful, bountiful way, 

That every young maid, 

And every young blade, 
Are wont to do before they grow staid, 
And learn to love by the laws of trade- 
But alacfc-a-day for the girl and boy, 
A little impediment checked their joy. 
And gave them, a while, the deepest annoy. 
For some good reason, which history cloaks. 
The match did n't happen to please the old folks ! 

So TaiaRE'a father and Peter's mother 
Began the yotmg couple to worry and bother. 
And tried their innocent passbns to smother 
By keeping the loTers from seeing each other 1 

But who ever beard 

Of a maiTiage detcn-ed, 

Or even deferred, 
By any contrivance bo very absurd 
As scolding the boy, and ea^ng his bud ? — ■ 
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Kow Peter, who was n't discom'ageJ at all 
By obstaclea aucli as the timid appall, 
ContiiTed to discoTer a hole ill tie wall, 

Wliich was n't so thick 

But removing a brick 
Madeapaasage — though rather provokingly small 
Through this little chink the lover could greet 

And secrecy made tlieir courting the sweeter, 
WHle pETEB kissed Thibbe, and Tkisbb kissed 

Peter, — 
For kiasea, like folks with diminutive aouls, 
Will manage to creep through the smallest of holes 

Twaa here that the lovers, intent upon love, 

Laid a nice little plot 

To meet at a spot 
Hear a mulherry-tree in a neighboring grove ; 

For the plan was all laid, 

By the youth and the maid, 
(Whose hearts, it would seem, were nncommonlj 

bold ones,) 
To run o£F and get married in spite of the old 



In the shadows of evening, aa still as a mouse, 
The beautiful maiden alipt out of the house, 
The mulberry-tree impatient to find, 
While Petek, the vigilant matrons to blind, 
Strolled leisurely out some minutes behind. 
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As e'er you set eye on, 
Came roaring along quite horrid to see, 
And caused the young maiden in terror to flee, 
(A lion 's a creature whose regular trade ia 
Blood — and ' a terrible thing among ladies,') 
And losing her veil as she ran from the wood, 
The monster bedabbled it over with Wood. 

Now Peter arriving, and seeing the veil 

All covered o'er, 

And reeking with gore. 
Turned all of a sudden eseeedingly pale. 
And sat himself down to weep and to wail, — 
For, soon as he saw the garment, poor Peter 
Made up his mind in very short metre. 
That Thisbb was dead, and the lion had eat her ' 

So breathing a prayer, 

He deternuned to share 
The fate of his darling, ' the loved and the lost,' 
And fell on hia dagger, and gave up the ghost I 

Now Thisbe returning, and viewing her beau, 
Lying dead by tie veil (which she happened to 

know), 
She guessed, in a moment, the cause of his erring. 
And seizing the knife 
Which had taken hia life, 
In less than a jifly was dead as a herring I 
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Tovtng gentlemen ! — pray recollect, if you please, 
Not to make aaaignations near mulberry-trees ; 
Sliould yoar mistreBS lie missing, it shows a weals 

To be subbing youfself till you know slie is dead. 

Young liidiea I — you sliould n't go stvoUing about 
Wheu your anxious mammas don't tnow you are 

And remember that accidents often befall 
From, kissing young fellows through holes in tha 
waU! 
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POLYPHEMUS ASD ULYSSES. 

A VERY remarkabla historj' tliis is 

Of one PoiYPHEjtus and Mn. Ultssbs ; 

The latter a hero accomplished and bold, 

The former a knave and a friglit to behold, — 

A horrid tig ^ant -viho lived in a den, 

And dined eYery day on a couple of men, 

Ate a woman for breakfast, and (di'eadful to see 1) 

Had a nice little baby served up with his tea 1 

Indeed, if there 's truth in the Bprigbtly narralion 

Oi Homer, a poet of some reputation. 

Or Vjegh, a writer but little inferior, 

And in some things, perhaps, the other's EUperior,- 

PoLYPHEMua was truly a terrible creature. 

In manners and morals, in form and in feature i 

For law and religion he cared not a copper. 

And, in short, led a life tliat waa very improper ; — ■ 

What made him a very remarkable guy, 

Like tie late Mr. Thobipson, ho 'd only one eye | 

But that was a whopper, — a tenible one, — 

'As large (ViKGH. says) as the disk of the sun i — 

A brilliant, bnt rather extravagant figure, 

Which means, I suppose, that bis eye waa mucli 
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Than yours,— or even the orb of jour sly 
Old bachelov-iiriend who's ' a wife in his eye,' 

Ulysses, the hero I mentioned before, 
Was shipwrecked, one day, on the peatilent ahore 
Where the Cyclops resided, tJoog with their chief, 
PoLTPHBMUS, the terrible man-eating thief. 
Whose manners they copied, and laws they obeyed, 
While di'iving their horrible cannibal trade 

With many expressions of civil regret 
That ULTS8B8 had got eo unpleasantly wet. 
With many expressions of pleasure profound 
That all had escaped being thoroughly drowned, 
The rascal declared he was ' fond of the brave,' 
And invited the strangers all home to his cave. 

Here the cannibal king, with as little remorse 
As an omnibus feels for the death of a horse, 
Seized, crushed, and devoured a Iwace of tha 

Greeks, 
As a Welshman would swallow a couple of leeks, 
Or a Frenchman, supplied with his usual prog. 
Would punish the hams ol' a favorite frog . 
Sashed aud smashed against the stones, 
He brolte their bodies and cracked then: bones, 
Minding no more their moans and gi-oans, 
13ian the grinder heeds his oi^an's tones I 
With puqjlo gore the pavement swims, 
While the giant crushes thair urai;kliiig limbs, 
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POLYPHEMtJS ASD Ul.YSSES. 

And poor Ulysses tfemblee with frigM 
At the homd sonnd, and the horrid sight, — ■ 
Tremhles lest the mraister grim 
Should make his ' nuts and raisins ' of him 1 

And, really, since 

The man was a Prince, 
It 's not very odd that Ms Highness should wine 
(Especially after such very strong hints,) 
At the cannibal's manner, as rather more free 
Than his Highness at court was aeoiistomed to s 

But the crafty Greeir, to the tyrant's hurt, 
(Though he did n't deserve so fine a dessert,) 
Took a dozen of wine from his leather tvnnk, 
And plied the giant until he was drunk I — 
Drunker than any one you or /know, 
Who buys his ' Ehenish ' with ready rhino, — 
Exceedingly druni, — ' sepidlus vino ! ' 

Gazing a moment upon the sleeper, 
Ulysses eried, ' Let 's spoil his peeper ! — 
'T -win put him, my boys, in a pretty trim, 
If we can manage to douse his glim I ' 
So, taking a spar that was lying in eight, 
They poked it inW his ' forward light,' 
And gouged away witli furious spite, 
Hamming and jamming with all their might I 

In vain the ^ant began to roar, 

That he nerei- before 
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Had met, in his life, such a terrible bore : 
They only plied the auger the more 
And mocked his gi'ief with the bantering cry, 
' Don't talk of pain, — it's all in your eye I ' 
Until, alas for the -wrelched Cyclops I 
He gives a groan, and out his eye popa ! 
Leaving the knave, one need n't be told, 
As blind as a puppy of three days old. 

The rest of the tale I can't tell now, — 
Eieept that Ui.ysses got out of the row, 
With the rest of his crew — it 's no matter how ; 
While old Polyphehhts, until he was dead, — 
Which was n't till many years after 't is said^ — 
Had a grief in bis heart and a hole in his head 1 



Don't use strong drink, — pray let me advise, — ■ 
It 'a bad for the slomach, and ruins the eyes ; 
Don't impose upon sailors with landiliibber tricks, 
Or you 1i catch it some day like a thousand a 
bricks I 



H<,.i-< „ Google 



0EPHEU8 AND EUKYDICE. 

Sir Orpheub, whoiQ the poets have sung 
In everj- metre and every tongue, 
Was, you may remembsr, a famjDUs mudcian, — 
At least for a youth in his pagan condition, — 
Por historians tell he played on his shell 
Trora morning till night, so reroackahly well 
That his music oreated a regular spell 
On trees and stonea in forest and dell I 
What sort of an instrument his could be 
Is really more than is known to me, — 
For none of tlie books have told, d' yo see 1 
It 's very certain those heathen ' swells ' 
Knew nothing at all of oyetar-shells, 
And it's dear Sir Oipheus never could own a 
Shell like those they make in Cremona ; 
But whatever it was, to ' luove the stones' 
It must have shelled out some powerful tones, 
And entitled the player to rank in my rhyme 
As the very Tkuxtemps of the very old time 1 

But alas for the jop of this mutable life ! 
Sir Orpheus lost his beautiful wife — 
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144 OBPHEUS AND ETJUTDICB, 

Eurydiee — wlio vanialied one day 
From Eartb, in ft very unpleasant way I 
It clianeed, as near as I can determine, 
Tlirongli one of those vertebrated veimin. 
That lie in tlie grass so prettily curled, 
Waiting to ' snake ' you out of tlie world 1 
And the poets tell she went to — well — 
A place where Greeks and Komans dwell 
After they burst their mortal shell ; 
A region that in the deepest sbade is, 
And known by the dassicid name of Hades, — 
A different place from the terrible fumane 
Of Tartarus, down below Avei-nus. 

Now, having a heart uncommonly stout, 
Sir Orpheus did n't go whining about, 
Nor marry anotbei', aa ^ou would, no doubt, 
But made up bis mind to fiddle her out I 
But near the gat« he had to wait, 
For there in state old Cerberus sate, — 
A tbree-beaded dog, as cruel as Fate, 
Guarding the entrance early and late ; 
A beast so sagacious, and very voracious. 
So uncommonly sharp and extremely rapacious, 
That it really may be doubted whether 
He 'd have his match, should a common tether 
Unite three aldermen's heads together I 

But Oipheus, not in the least afraid, 
Tuned up hia shell, and quickly essai'ed 
What could be done with a serenade. 
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In short, so cliarming an. air he played, 
He quiie succeeded in oveireacliing 
The cunning cur, by laMJoal teaching, 
And put him to sleep as fast as preaching ! 

And now our miosioal champion, Orpheus, 
Having given the janitor over to Morpheus, 
Went groping around among the ladies 
Who throng the di'amal halls of Hades, 

Calling aloud 

To the shady crowd, 
In a voice as shrill as a mai'tial fife, 
' 0, tdl me where in hell is my tnifi I ' 
(A natural question, 't is very plain, 
Although it may sound a little profane.) 

' Eurydice ! Eu-ryd-lnx I ' 
He cried as loud as loud Gould be — 
(A smgular sound, and funny withal. 
In a place -where nobody rides at all I) 

' Eurydioe I — Eurydice ! 
0, come, my dear, along with me I ' 
And then he played so remarkably fine, 
That it really might be called divine, — 

For who can show. 

On earth or below, 
Such wonderful feats in the musical line ? 

E'en Tanlolus ceased from trying to ap 
The cup that flies from his arid lip ; 
Ixion, too, the ma^o could feel, 
AniJ, for a raoraect, blocked lus wheel : 
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Poor ^si/phus, doomed to tumble and toss 
The notable ' atone tiat gatbera no mosa,' 
. Let ff) hie burden, antl turned to hear 
The ohavmiog sounds that ravished his ear ; 
And even the Pwies — those terrible shrewa 
Whom no one before could ever amuse — 
Those BK-ong-bodied ladies witU Btrong-minded views 
Whom even the devil would doubtless refuse. 
Were his majesty only pennitted to choose — 
Each felt for a moment her nature desert her, 
And wept like a girl o'er the ' Soitows ofWertei 

And Btill Sir Orpheus chanted bis song, 
Sweet and cle^ and strong and long, 

' Emydiee I — Eiirydice I ' 
He cried as loud as loud could be ; 
And Echo, taking up the word. 
Kept it up till the lady heard. 
And came with joy to meet her lord. 
And he led her along the infernal ronte, 
Until he had got her almost out. 
When, suddenly turning Eiis head about, 
(To take a peep at his wife, no doubt,) 

He gave a gfoan. 

For the lady was gone. 
And had left him standiug thei-e all olonol 
For by an oath the gods had bound 
Sir Orpheua not l« look around 
TJl he was clear of the sacred ground, 
If he 'd have Eurydice safe and sound. 
For the moment he did an act so rash 
His vfife would vanish as ijuick as a flash I 
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Young womeM 1 beware, for goodness' sake, 
Of every sort of ' sarpent snake ; * 
Remember the ri^ue is apt to deceive, 
And played tie deuse witii grandmother Eve ! 
Young men 1 it 's a critical tbing to go 
Exactly right ivith a lady in tow ; 
But when you ai'e in the proper track, 
Just go aliead, and uevor look back I 
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THE MOSET-KISG, 



OTHER POBMg 
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To Mrs. Geokge P. Marsh s 

A Lady endowed with the best Gifb of 
Nature and Cultures ^nd adorned with all Wo- 
manly Graces,-—' this volume is inscribed by her 

Th? Author. 
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PEEP AGE, 



About t_._ .__ ...... 

lend, James T. Fielda, Esq., and ■with j 
lisgWing, 1 ventured on the publication of a vol- 
ume of poems. For the favor it has found with 
the puhlic, — as evinced in a demand for Kxteen 
editions of the book, — and with tie critics, — as 
shown in many kind and scholarly reviews, — I 
take this oecasion to express my grateful aeknowl- 
edgmenla. Of the little which I have written ance 
the first pnblica,tion of that voluine, the greater 
part will be found in this. In the arrangement of 
my materials, I have put "The Money-King" in 
front, amply on account of its length ; as, in mili- 
tary usage, the tallest soldier is commonly placed 
at the head of tbe file. For the two episodes which 
interrupt the thread of this otherwise consecutive 
performance, I must plead the authority of greater 
names, ancient and modern. The poem entitled 
"The Way of the Worid," is little move than a 
paraphrase of a passage in a prose story lately 

ptibhshed in Frazw's Magazine ; and the plot of the 
Chinese Tale is mainly borrowed from an extreme- 
ty clever English hook, entitled " The Porcelain 
Tower." The rest of lie pieces, for aught I can 
say, ai-e as original as the verses of other men who 
have the misfortune to write at this rather late 
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period in the hbtory of letters ; but if (as may pos- 
sibly happen) any expre^ons which I have suo- 
posed to be my own should be found in the wox-ks 
of eariier writersj I can only answer, with the 
hearty indignation of old Donatdb; "Peivanl 
ati qui <stte nos^v, dixenoit 1 " 

J. G. S- 
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THE MONEY-Ema 



As landsmeu, sitting in luxurioua ease, 
Talk of tlie dangers of the Etormy seas ; 
As fire^de travellers, with portentous mien, 
Tell tales of couatrieB they have never seen ; 
'As parlor-soldiers, graced with fancy-iscars, 
Eehearse their bravery in imagined wars ; 
Ag arrant dunces have been known to sit 
In.grave discourse of wisdom and of wit; 
As paupers, gathered in cflngenlaJ flocks, 
Babble of banks, insurances, and stocks; 
As each is olVnest eloquent of what 
He hates or covets, but possesses not ; — 
As cowards talk of pluck; misers, of waste; 
Scoundrels, of honor; country clowns, of taste ;■ 
I ^ng of MOHET I — no ignoble theme. 
But loftier for than poetasters dream. 
Whose fancies, soaring to their native moon, 
Eise like a bubble or a gay balloon, 
T^Tiose orb aspiring takes a heayenward flightj 
Just in proportion as it 's thin and li,^ht I 
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156 THE M0NET-E3NG-. 

Kings must liave Boeta. From the earliest timen, 
Monai'cha have loved celebrity in rhymes ; 
Fi-om good King Robert, who, in Petrarch's days, 
Taught to mankind the proper use of baya, 
And, Mngling out tie prince of Sonneteers, 
Twined wreaths of laurel "round his blvisMng earaj 
Down io the Queen, who, to her chosen bard, 
In annual token of her kind regard, 
Sends not alone the old poetic greens, 
But, like a woman, and the best of queens. 
Adds to the leaves, to keep them fresh and fine, 
The wholesome moistm-e of a pipe of wine I — 
So may her minstrel, crowned with royal bays, 
Alternate praise her pipe and pipe her praise ! 
E'en let him chant his Etoooth, euphonious lays : 
A loftier theme my humbler Muse essays ; 
A mightier monarch be it hers to sing, 
And claim her laurel from the Money-King 1 

Great was King Alfred ; and if hbtory state 
His actions truly, good as well as great. 
Great was the Norman ; he whose martial hoidea 
Taught law and order to the Saxon lords. 
With gentler thoughts their ru^ed minds imbued, 
And raised the nation whom he first subdued- 
Great was King Bess I — I see the critic smile, 
As though the Muse mistook her proper style ; 
But to her purpose she will stoutly cling. 
The royal maid was ' every inch a King ' ! 
Great was Wapoleon, — and I would that fate 
Might pi'ove his uamosake-uephew half as gi-eat ; 
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Sleanwliile JJus hint I venture t< 

What Frfince admireB is good enougli for France t 

Great princea were they all ; but greater far 

Than English King, or mighty Russian Czar, 

Or Pope of Home, or haughty Queen of Spain, 

Baron of Germany, or Royal Dane, 

Or Gallic Empei'or, or Persian Khan, 

Or any other merely mortal man. 

Is the gi-eat monarch that my Muse mould sing. 

That mightj- potentate, the Money-IGng I 

His kingdom vast extends o'er every land, 

And nationa bow before his High commaiLd ; 

The weakest tremble, and his power obey, 

Tlie strongest honor, and confess his sway. 

He rules the Kulers I — e'en the tyrant Czar 

Asks his permission ere he goes to war; 

The Tm^lc, submissive to his roya! might. 

By his consent has graoious leave to fight; 

Whilst e'en Britannia makes her humblest bow 

Before her Barings, not her Barons now. 

Or on the Rothschild snppliantly calls, 

(Her affluent ' uncle ' with the golden balls,) 

Begs of the Jew tliat he will kindly spare 

Enough to put her trident in repair. 

And pawns her diamonds, while she hnmbly craTei 

Leave of the Money-King once more to ' rule the 

He weaJ^ no crown upon his royal head, 
But many millions in his purse, instead ; 
He keeps no halls of state ; but holds his conrt 
In dingy rooms where greed and thrift resort ; 
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103 TliB MUKEY-KlMli. 

In ii-ou chBBta his wondrous wealth he hoards ; 
Banka are his parlors ; brokers are his iorde, 
Boncis, bills, and moM^ages, his favorite books, 
Gold is his Jbod, and coiners are his cooks ; 
LodgHi's his records; stock-reports his news; 
Meruhants his yeomen, and his bondsmen Jews ; 
Kings are hfe subjects, gamblers are his knaves, 
Spendthrifts his fools, and misers are his slaves I 
The good, the bad, his golden favor prize, 
The high, the low, the simple, and the wise, 
The young, the old, the stately, and the gay, — 
All bow obedient to bis royal sway 1 

See where, afer, the bi'Ight Pacific shore 
Gleams in the san with sands of shining ore. 
His last, gi-eat empii-e rises to the view. 
And shames the wealth of India and Peru ! 
Here, throned within bis gorgeous " golden gate," 
He wields his sceptre o'er the rising State ; 
Surveys bis conquest with a joyful eye, 
Nor for a greater heaves a single sigh. I 
Here, quite beyond the classic poet's dream, 
Paotolus runs Jn every winding stream; 
The mountain cliffs the glittering ore enfold, 
And every reed that rustles whispers, ' gold I ' 

If to his sceptre some dishonor clings. 
Why should we marvel ? — 't is the fate of Kings ! 
Their power too oft perverted by abuse, 
Their manners cruel, or their morals loose. 
The best at times have wandered far astray 
From simjie Virtue's unseductive way ; 
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THE MONEY-KtSG. 



ted few, of all, at once could maka preteaee 
To royai robes and ri 



3e builds tbe house where Cbi-istiau people piay, 

\nd rears a bagnio Just across the way; 

fays to the priest his stinted annual fee ; 

Rewards tbe lawyer for his venal plea ; 

Sends an apostle to tlia heathen's aid ; 

;ind cheats the Chootaws, for the good of trade ; 

itjifts by her heels an EUsler to renown, 

Or, bribing ' Jenny,' brings an angel doivii 1 

He builds tbe Theatres, and gambling Halls, 
Sjloyds and Almacks, St. Peter's and St. Paul's ; 
Sin's gay retreats, and Fasliion's gilded rooms, 
Hotels and Factories, Palaces and Tombs ; 
Bids Commeros spread her wings to every gale; 
-Bends to the breeze the pirate's bloody sail ; 
Helps Science seek new worlds among the stars ; 
Profanes our own with merceaary wars ; 
The friend of wrong, the ec[ual Mend of right, 
Oft may we bless and oft deplore bis might, 
As buoyant hope or darkening fears prevail, 
And good or evil turns tie moi'al scale. 

All fitting honor I would fain accord, 
Whene'er be builds a temple to the Lord ; 
But much I grieve he often spends bis pelf. 
As it were raised in honor of himself; 
Or, what were worse, and more profanely odd, 
A place to worship some Egyptian god I 
I wish his favorite architects were graced 
With sounder judgment, and a Christian taste. 
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Immovtal Wi-en 1 what fierce, convulsive sliocki 
Would jar thy bones within their leaden box, 
Couldst tliou but look across the briuy spray, 
And see some eliurehes of the present day I — ■ 
The lofty dome of coneecratod bricks, 
WlieM all the ' orders ' in disorder mix, 
To form a temple whose incongruous frame 
Confounds design and puts the Arts to shame ! 
Where 'styles' discordant on the vision jar, 
Where Greek and Koman are again at war. 
And, as of old, the unrelenting Goth 
Cornea down at last and overwhelms them both! 

Once on a tune I heard a parson say, 
(Talking of churches in a sprightly way,) 
That there was more Eeli^on in the walls 
Of towering ' Trinity,' or grand ' St. Paul's,' 
Than one could find, upon the strictest search, 
In half the saints within the Ghriatian Church I 
A layman ^tling at the parson's side 
To this new dogma thus at once replied : — 
' If, as you say, EeUgion has her homo 
In the mere waEs that form the sacred dome, 
It seems to me the very plainest case, 
To climb the steeple were a growtli in grace ; 
And he to whom the pious strength were given 
To reach the highest were the nearest Heaven ! 
I thought the answer just ; and yet t is clear 
A solemn aspect, grand and yet severe. 
Becomes Ihe house of God. 'T is hard to say 
Who from the proper mark are most astray,-— 
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Thej who erjot, for holy Christian rites, 
A gaj' Pagoda witii ita tinael ligtts, 
Or tliey ivLo offer to the God of Love 
A govgeoua Temple of tlie pagan Jove I 

Immoi-tal Homer aiid Tassoni sing 

Wliat vast results from tririal canses spring; 

How naughty Helen by her stolen, joy 

Brought woe and i-uia to unhappy Troy ; 

How, for a bucket, rash Bologna sold 

More blood and tears than twenty such conld Hold 

Thy power, Money, shows results as strange 

As aught revealed in History's widest range ; 

Thy smallest coin of shining silver shows 

More potent magic than a conjurer knows I 

Tn olden times, — if classic poets say 
The sunple truth, as poets do to-day, — 
When Charon's boat cocveyed a spirit o'er 
The Lethean water to the Hadean shore. 
The fare was just a penny, — not too great. 
The moderate, regular, Stygian statute rate. 
Now, for a shilling, he will cross the stream, 
(His paddles whirling to the force of steam !) 
And bring, obedient to some wizard power, 
Back to the Earth more spirits in an. hour. 
Than Bi-ooklyu'a famous ferry could convey. 
Or thine, Hoboken, in the longest day 1 
Thus was wlien men bereaved of vital breath 
Were cahn and silent in the realms of Death , 
When mortals dead and decently inurned 
Were heard no more; no traveller retornedi 
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Who once had crossed the dark Plutonian sliandj 
To whisper secrets of the Bpirit-land — 
Sare when perchaiLee some sad, unq^uiet soul 
Among lie tombs might Vandar on parole, — 
A weU-bred ghost, at night's bewitcliing noon, 
Returned to catch some glimpses of the moon. 
Wrapt in a mantle of uneai'thly white, 
(The only 'rapping of an aneiMt Sprite !) 
Stalked round in silence till the break of day, 
Then fi^m the Earth passed anpercdved away t 

Now all is changed : the musty maxim Ms, 
And dead men do repeat the queerest talesl 
AJaa, that here, as in the books, we see 
The traTelleiB dash, the doctors disagree I 
Alas, that all, the fm'ther they explore, 
For all their search are but confused the more 1 

Ye great departedl — men of mighty mark — 
Bacon and Newton, Adams, Adam Clsi-ke, 
Edwards and WLitefield, Franklin, Eobert Hall, 
Calhoun, Clay, Channing, Daniel Webster — all 
Ye great quit-tenants of this earthly ball, — 
If in your new abodes ye cannot rest, 
But must return, O, grant ua this request; 
Come with a noble and celestial air. 
To prove your title to the names ye bear ; 
(^ve some clear token of your tieavenly birth ; 
Write as good English as ye wroto on Earth ! 
Show not to all, in ranting prose and verse. 
The spirit's progress is from bad to worse ; 
And, what were once superfluous to adyise-. 
Don't tell, 1 beg you, such Qgriigioiis lies ! -~ 
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Or if pLruhance your ageute ai-e to blame, 
Don't let tlium trifle with year honest fame ; 
Let ohaira and tables rest, and ' rap ' instead. 
Ay, ' knock' youi* slippery ' Mediums' on the head ! 

Wliat direful woes the hapless man attend, 
"Who in the means see life's supremest end ; 
The wretched miser, — money's sordid slave,— 
His only joy to gathei- and to save. 
For ttis he wakes at morning's early light. 
Toils through the day, and ponders in the nightj 
For this, — to awel! his heap of tarnished gold, — 
Sweats in the sun, and shivers in the cold. 
And suffers more from hunger every day 
Than the starved beggar whom he spurns away. 
Death comes erewhile to end his worldly strife ; 
"With all his saving he must lose his life I 
Perchance the Doctor might protract his breath, 
And stay the dreadful messenger of death ; 
But none Is there to comfort or advise ; 
'T would cost a dollar I — so the miser dies. 

Sad is the sight when Money's power controls 
In wedlock's chains the fata of human souls. 
Fi-om mine to mint, 'larat is the coin that parts 
In helple?a grief two lOving human hearts ; 
Or joins in discord, jealousy, and hate, 
A sordid suitor to a loathing mate I 

I waive the ease, the barren case, of those 
Who have no hearts to cherish or to lose ; 
Whose wedded state is but a bargain made 
Tn due accordance with the laws of trade i 
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WTien the prim parson joins tlieir willing hojidBi 
To mati'j' City lots to Western lands, 
Or in oonnubial ecstasy ta mix 
Cash and ' collateral,' ten-per-centa with six, 
And in soft dalliance securely locks 
Impassioned dollars witli enamored stocks, 
Laugli if you ■will, — and who can well refrain ? — ■ 
But waste no tears, nor pangs of pitying pain ; 
Hearts sueh as tliese may play the queerest pranks, 
But never break — except with breaJiing banks 1 

Yet, let me bint, a thousand maxims prove 
Plutvs may be the truest friend to Lone. 
' LoTe in a cottage ' cosily may dwell, 
But much prefers to have it furnished well 1 
A parlor ample, and a kitchen snug, 
A handsome carpet, an embroidered rug, 
A well-stored pantry, and a tidy maid, 
A blading hearth, a cooling window-shade 
Though merely mortal, money-purchased things. 
Have wondrous power to clip 31*ove'a errant 
wings I 

'Love in a cottage,' isn't just the same. 
When wind and water strive to quench his flame 5 
Too oft it breeds the sharpest discontent, 
That puzzling queaHon, ' how to pay the rent ; ° 
A smoky chimney may aline suffice 
To dim the radiance of the fondest eyes J 
A northern blasti beyond the slightest doubt, 
May fairly blow the torch of Hipien out \ 
And I have heai'd a worthy matron hold, 
(As one who knew the truth of what she Bid,) 
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Low oncQ wag di'owued, tlioiigli rGckouad watei'» 

By tUe mere dripping of a leaky roof I 

Full many a ivise pliUosophor has tried 

Manldnd in fitting orders to divide ; 

And by their Ibrme, their fiishions, and their face, 

To group, assort! ^"'^ classify the race. 

One would distinguish people by their books ; 

Another, quaintly, solely by their cooks ; 

And one, wlio graced the philosophic bench, 

Found these three classes, — 'ivomen, men, and 

French ! ' 
The best remains, of all tliat I have known, 
A broad distinction, brilliant, and my own, — 
Of all mankind, I classify the lot : — 
Those who have Money, and those who have not T 

Tliiiik'st thou the line a poefs fiction ? — then 
Go look abroad upon the ways of men I 
Go ask the hanker, with his golden seals ; 
Go ask the borrower, cringing at his heels ; 
Go ask the maid who, emulous of woe. 
Discards the worthier for the wealthier bean ; 
Go ask the Parson, when a higher prize 
Points with the salary where his duti/ lies ; 
Go ask the Lawyer, who, in legal smoke, 
Stands, like a stoker, redolent of " Coke," 
And swings his arms to empbasiza a plea 
Made doubly ardent by a golden fee ; 
Go ask the Doctor, who has kindly sped 
Old Criesus, dying on a damask bed, 
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WHIe Mb poor neigliTjor — wonderful to tell — 
Was left to Kature, SEflei'ed, and got well I 
Go ask the belle, ia high patrician piide, 
Who Gpiirns the maiden nurtured ak her dde, 
Her youth's loved playmate at the village-school, 
Era changing fortune taught the. rigid rule 
Which marks tlie loftier from the lowlier lot, — 
Those who have money from those who have not I 

Of all the ilia that owe their baneful rise 
To wealth o'ergrown, the most despotic vice 
Ib CJrcean Luxury; prolific dame 
Of mental impotence, and moral shame. 
And all tlie cankering evils that debase 
The hmnan form, and dwarf the human race. 

See yon strange figure, and a moment scan 
That slenderest sample of the genus man 1 
Mark, as he ambles, those precarious pegs 
Wlich by their molaon must ba deemed his legs I 
He has a head, — one may be sure of that 
By just observing that he wears a hat ; 
That he h^ arms is Ic^cally plain 
From his wide coat-sleeves and his pendant cana 
A tongue as well, — the inference is fair. 
Since, on occasion, he can lisp and swear. 
Ttiu ask his use 7 — that 's not so very ol^ar. 
Unless to spend five thousand pounds a year 
In modish vices which bis soul adores, 
Drink, dress, and gaming, horses, hoouds, and 

Of other follies which I can't rehearse. 
Dear to himself and deai-er to his purse. 
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Ho poduct te of Fortune's fickle dice 
Tte due result of Luxury attd Vice, 
Tbree geuerationa Lave sufficed to bring 
That nacrow-oLeBted, pale, enervate tlung 
Down from a man, — for, marvel as you will, 
His huge great-grandare fought on Bmikei>Hjll I 
Bore, without gloves, a musket through the war ; 
Came back adorned with many a noble sear ; 
Labored and prospered at a thriyiug rate, 
And, dying, left his heir a, snug estate, — 
Which grew apace upon Ms busy hands, 
Stocks, ships, and factories, tenements and lands, 
All here at last — the money and the race — 
The latter ending in that foolish face ; 
The former wandering, far beyond his aim, 
Back to the rough plebeians whence it came! 

Enough of censuve ; let my humble lays 
Employ one moment in congenial praise. 
Let other pens with pious ardor paint 
The selfish virtues of the cbistered saint; 
In lettered mai'ble let the stranger read 
Of him who, dying, did a worthy deed, 
And left to charity the cherished store 
Which, to his sorrow, he could hoard no more. 
I venerate the nobler man who gives 
His generous dollars while the donor lives ; 
Gives with a heart as liberal as the palms 
That to the needy spread his honored alms ; 
Gives with a head whose yet uncloudod light 
To worthiest objects points the giver's sight; 
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Gives mth a liand etiil potent to enforce 

Hig well-aimed bounty, and direct its course 5 — ' 

Sucb 13 the giver who must stand confest 

In ^ving glorious, and supremely blest I 

One such aa thia the captious world could find 

Ja noWe FerUIos, angel of the blind ; 

One such as this in princely Lawrence shone, 

Ere ieavealy iindred claimed him for their own I 

To me the boon may gracious Heaven aaagn,-" 
No cringing suppliant at Mammon's shrine, 
Nor slave of Poverty, — with joy to share 
The happy mean expressed in Agur's prayer : — ■ 
A house (my oivn) to keep me safe and warm, 
A shade in sanshine, and a ahield in storm ; 
A generous board, and fitting raiment, clear 
Of debts and duns throughout the circling year; 
Silver and gold, in moderate store, that 1 
May purchase joya that only these can buy ; 
Some gems of art, a cultured mind to please, 
Books, pictures, statues, literary ease. 
That 'Time is Money* prudent Frankiin shows 
In rhyming couplets, and sententious prose. 
0, had he taught the world, in prose and rhyme, 
The higher truth that Money may be Tmie ! 
And showed the people, in tie pleasant ways, 
The art of coining dollars into days 1 
Days for improvement, days for social life, 
Days for your God, your children, and yonr wife; 
Some days for pleasure, and an hour to spend 
In genial converse with ar. honest friend. 
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Sucb. days be mine ! — and gi'ant me, Heaven, bu 

With blooming health, man's highest earthly bli^ — 
And I will read, without a sigh or frown, 
The startling news that stocks are going down ; 
Hear without envy tliat a stranger hoards 
Or spends more treasure than a mint affords ; 
See my next noighbor pluck a golden plum, 
Calm and content within my eottage-homo ; 
Take for myself what honest thrift may bring. 
And for his kindness, bless the Monej-King t 
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I'M GROWING OLD. 

Ml days pass pleasaiitlj' away ; 

My nights are blest with sweetest sleep ", 
I feel no symptoma of decay ; 

I have no cause to moum nor weep ; 
My foes are impotent and shy ; 

My friends ai-e neither false nor cold, 
And yet, of late, I often sigh, — 

I'mgiwingoldl 

Mv growing talk of olden times, 
M.y growing thirst for early news 

My growing apathy to rhymes, 
My growing loTe of easy shoes, 

My growing hate of crowds and noise. 
My growing fear of taking cold. 

All whisper, in the plaiuest voice, 
I 'm growing old I 



I 'm growing fonder of my staff; 

I 'm growing dimmer in the eyes 
1 'm growing fainter in my laugh ; 

I 'm grtwing deeper in my sighs 
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I'm ghowbsg oli>. it 

I 'm growing careless of my dress ; 
I 'm growing frugal of my gold ; 
I 'm growiag wise ; I 'ra growing — yes — 
I'm gi-oiving old! 

I see it in my eliaagiug taste ; 

I see it in my changing hair; 
I see it ia my growing waist ; 

I see it in my growiug liair ; 
A thousand signs proclaim tlie truth, 

As plain as truth was ever told, 
That, even in my rauated youth, 

I 'm growing old ! 

Ah me 1 — my very laurels breathe 

Tlie tale in my reluctant ears, 
And every boon the Hours bec[ueat]i 

But makes me debtor to the Ycais I 
E'en Flattery's honeyed words declare 

The seci'Ct she would fain withhold, 
And tells me in ' How young you are I ' 
I 'm growing old 1 

Thanks for the yefirs ! — whose rapid flight 
My sombre Muae too sadly sings ; 

Thanks &r the gleains of golden light 
That tint the darkness of their wings ; 

The light that beams from out the sky, 
Those Heavenly mansions to tmfold 

Where all are blest, and none may sigh. 
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SFES EST VATES. 

There is a saying of tlio anoxent aag^ : 

Ko coble liuman thought, 
HoweTer buried in the dust of ages, 

Can ever come to naught. 

Witb Idndred faith, that knows no base dejection, 

Beyond the sages' scope 
I Bee, afar, the final resurrection 

Of every glorious hope. 



I aee, as parcel of a n 

The beatific hour 
When every bud of lofty aspiration 

Shall bloaaom into flower. 

We ai's not mocked ; it was not in dcriston 

God made oui' spirits free ; 
The poet's dreams are but the dim prevision 

Of biasings that sliall be,— 

When they who lovingly have hoped and trusted, 

Despite some transient fears. 
Shall see Life's jarring elements adjusted, 

And rounded into spheres I 
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THE WAT OF THE WORLD 



A YOUTH would many a maitleii, 

For fair and fond was she ; 
But she was ricli, and he wag poor, 
And so it might not be. 
A lady never could wear — 
Her mother held it firm — 
A govrn thai came of a» rndm plant, 
Instead of an India worm ! — 
And so the cruel word was spoken ; 
And 60 it was two hearts were broken. 



A youth would marry a maiden, 

For fair and ibnd was she ; 
But he was high and she was low, 
And so it might not be. 

A man who had viorn a sp«)", 

In ancient battle jwm, 
Bad sent il down totffi great renown, 

And eo the cruel woi-d was spoken ; 

Anil so it was two hsarts wave broken. 
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A yoiitli would marry a maiden, 

For fair and foud was she ; 
But tJieir sirea disputed about the MaM, 
And so it might not he. 
A eoupk ofviieked Kings, 

Tliree Mndred years agone, 
Had played at a roycd game of chess, 
Aitd the chwch had been a pavm ! ~ 
And so the crael word was spoken ; 
And 30 it vias two hearts were hroken. 
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THE HEAD ABD THE llEA'b.f, 

The head is stately, calm, aad wise, 
Anil bears a princely part ; 

And down below in eecvet lies 
Tlie waiin, impulsive teavt. 

The loidly head that sits above, 
The heart that beats below, 

Their several office plainly prove, 
Their true relation Blio;iv. 

The bead erect, serene, and cool, 
Endowed with Reason's art, 

Was 6et aloft to guiJe and rule 
The throbbing, wayward heart. 

And from the head, as fi-om tlie higher, 
Comes every glorious llionglit; 

And in the heart's transforming Are 
All noble deeds are wrought. 

Yet each is best when both unite 
To make the man complete ; 

What were the heat without the light? 
The light, without the heat 'i 
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MY CASTLE TH SPAIN. 

TsEHB 's a eastle in Spain, very cliaj'imog to see, 
Thongh built without money or toil ; 

Of tliie handsome estate I am owner in fee, 
And paramount lord of tlie soil ; 

And oft 33 1 may I 'm accustomed to go 

And liye, like a king, in my Spaniali Chateau I 

Chere'a a dame most be witchingly rounded andripe, 

Wlioae wiaheg are never absurd ; 
Who does n't object to my amoking a pipe, 

Hor insist on the nltimate word ; 
In short, she 'b the pink of perfection, you know ; 
And she Uves, like a queen, in my Spanish Chateau 1 

IVe a family too ; the delightfulest ^rls. 

And a bevy of beautiful boys ; 
All quite the reverse of those juvenile churla 

Whose ple^ure is mischief and noise ; 
Ho modcra Cornelia might venture to show 
Such jewels ^» those hi my Spjiujsh Chateau 1 
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t have servants who seek their contentment in mine, 

And always mind what tliey are at; 
Who never embezzle the sugar and wine, 

And slander the innocent cat ; 
neither saucy, nor careless, nor stupidly slow, 
Are the servants who wait in my Spauish Chateau ! 

I have pleasant companions ; most afiable folk ; 

And each with fie heart of a brother ; 
Keen wits, who enjoy an Efltagonist's joke ; 

And beauties who 're fond of each other ; 
Such people, indeed, as you never may know, 
Unless you should come to my Spanish Chateau I 

1 have friends, whose commission for wearing the 

In kindness unfailing is shown ; 
Who pay to another the duty they claim. 

And deem his successes their own ; 
Who joy in his gladness, and weep at his woe; 
You '11 find them (where else ?) in my Spanish 
Chateau I 

' si ^c semper I ' I oftentimes say, 

(Though 't is idle, I know, to complain,) 

To think that agam I must force me away 
From my beautiful castle in Spain I 

Ah ! would that my stars had determined it so 

3 might live the year round in my Spanish Cha- 
teau I 
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A EEFLECHVE KETJI-OSPBCl'. 

Tib twenty years, and sometMng more, 

Since, all athirst for useful knowledge, 
I took some draughts of classic lore, 

Drawn very mild, at ■ — rd College i 

Yet I remember all that one 

Could wish to hold ic recollection ; 
The boys, the joys, the noise, the fun ; 

But not a single Conic Section. 

J recollect those harsh affairs, 

The mornmg bells that gave na panica, 
I recollect the formal prayers, 

That seemed like lessona tn Mecliauics ; 
I recollect the drowsy way 

Iq which the students listened to them, 
As clearly, in my wig, to-day. 

As when, a boy, I slumbered through theia, 

I recollect the tutors all 

As fi'eshly now, if I may sdy so, 
As any chapter T recall 

In Homer or Ovidiua Naso. 
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A BKFLBCTIVB KETHOSPECI. 1 

I recollect, extremely well, 

' Old Hugh,' the mildest of fanatics; 

1 well remember Matthew Bell, 
But very faintly, Mathematics. 

i recollect the prizes paid 

For leeeons fathomed to the bottom ; 
(AI^ that pencil-m!u-k3 should fade I) 

I recollect the chaps who got 'era, — 
The light equestrians who soai'ed 

O'er every passage reckoned stony ; 
And took the chalks, — ■ but never Bcored 

A angle honor to the pouy 1 

Ah me 1 — what cbangea Time has wrought, 

And how predictions have miscarried 1 
A few have reached the goal they sought, 

And some are dead, and some are married I 
And some in city joumaJs war ; 

And some as politjcians bicker ; 
And some are pleading at the bar — 

For jury-verdicts, or for liquor I 



And son 


le on Trade and Commerce wait ; 


And some in schools with dunces battle ; 


And son 


le the Gospel propagate ; 


Ands 


ome the choicest breeds of cattle ; 


And SOD 


le are living at tlieir ease ; 


And£ 


lome were wrecked in ' the revulajonj" 


Somese 


n-e the State for handsome fees, 


And( 


)ne, I hoar, upon compulsion 1 
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180 A REFLECTIVE RETEOSPBOI. 

Lamokt, who, in liia college days, 

Thouglit e'en a cross a moral scandal, 
Has left iis Puritanic wap, 

And woraliips now with bel! and candle ; 
And Mann, who mourned the negro'a fate. 

And held t!ie slave aa moat unlucky, 
Now holds liim, at the market rate, 

On a plantation in Kentucky 1 

Tom Knox — who swore in such a tone 

It fairly might be doubted whether 
It really was himself alone, 

Or Knox and Erebna tc^ether — 
Has grown a very altered man. 

And, chan^ng oaths for mild entreaty, 
Now recommends the Christian plan 

To savages in Otaheitel 

Alas for young ambition's vow I 

How envious Fate may overtbrow it I — 
Poor Harvey is in Congress now. 

Who struggled long to be a poet ; 
Smith carves (quite well) memorial stonw^ 

Who tried in vain to malte the law go ; 
Hall deals in hides ; and " Kous Jones " 

Is dealing faro in Chicago ! 

And, sadder still, the brilliant Hays, 
Once honest, manly, and ambitious. 

Has taken latterly to ways 

Extremely proHigate and vicious ; 
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By alow degrees — I caa't tell how — 
He 'b reached at last tlie very ground* 

And in New York lie figures now, 
A member of the Common Council I 
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'DO YOU TXIIKK HE IS MARRIED? 

Madam, — you are very pressiog, 
And I can't decline tlie task ; 

Witli the slightest gift of guessing, 
You would scarcely need to ask ! 

Don't you see a liint of marriage 

In Ha sober-sided face ? 
In his rather careless carriage, 

And exti'emely rapid pace ¥ 

If he 'b not committed treason, 
Or some wicked action done, 

Can you see the faintest reason 
Why a bachelor should run ? 

Why should he he in a flurry ? 

But a loving wife to greet 
Ifl a circumstance to hurry 

The most dignified of feet ! 

When afar the man has spied her, 

If the grateful, happy elf 
Does not haste to be beside her, 

lie must be beside himself! 
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It is but a trifle, maybe, — 

But observe hia practised tone. 

When be cabas your stormy baby, 
Just as if it were his owa I 

Do you tbiok a certaiu meekness 
You bave mentioned in bis looks, 

Is a clironio optJo woalcnesa 

Tbat bas come of reading books? 

Did yon ever see bis vision 
Peering underneath a hood, 

Savo enougb for reoognifjon, 
As a civil person sliould 1 

Could a Capuebin be colder 
When be glances, as he must, 

At a finely-rounded shoulder. 
Or a proudly-iswelling bust ? 

Madaju ! — think of every feature, 
Tben deny it, if you can. 

He 's a fond, eonnubiai creature, 
And a very married man I 
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EARLY EISING. 

' God bless tlie man who first invented sleep 1 ' 
So Sancho Panza said, and so say I : 

And bless him, also, that he did n't keep 
Hia great discovery to himself; nor try 

To make it — as the lucky fellow nwght — 

A close monopoly by patent-right 1 

Yes — bless the man who first invented sleep, 
(I really can't avoid the iteration ;) 

Bnt blast the man, ivith curses loud and deep, 
Whate'er the rasca.l's name, or age, or station, 

Who fii-st invented, and went round adviang. 

That artificial cutoff — Early RiMng 1 

' Rise trith the lark, and with the lark to bed," 
Observes some solemn, sentimental owl ; 

Maxims like these are very cheaply said | 
But, ere you make youraeFa fool or fowl, 

Pray just inquire about his rise and fall, 

And whether larks have any beds at all ! 

' The time for honest folks to be a-bed 
Is in the morning, if I reason right ; 

And he who cannot keep hb precious head 
Upon his pillow till it 's fajrlv light. 
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And SO enjoy Bis forty morning winis, 
Is np to knavery ; or else — he drinka I 

Thomson, wlio sung about tlie ' Seasons,' said 
It was ft glorious thing to cise in season; 

But then he said it — lying — in his bed, 
At ten o'clock A. m., — the very reason 

He wrote so oharmiugly. The simple fact is, 

His preaehiag was n't sanctioned by hiiS practice. 

T is, doubtless, well to be sometimes awake, — 
Awake to duty, and awake to truth, — 

But when, alas 1 p. nice review we take 
Of our best deeds and days, we find, in sooth. 

The hours that leave the slightest cause to weep 

Are those we passed in childhood or asleep ! 

'Tis beautiful to leave the world awhile 
Forthe soft ■visions of the gentle night; 

And free, at last, from mortal care or guile, 
To live as only in the angels' sight. 

In sleep's sweet realm so cosily shut in, 

Where, at the worst, we only dream of Mtt ! 

So let us sleep, and give the Maker priuse. 

I like the lad who, when his father thought 
To clip his morning nap by hackneyed phrase 

Of vagrant worm by early songster caught. 
Cried, ' Served him right ! — it 's not at all surpris- 

The worm was puiiislicd, sir, for early rising I 
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IDEAL AND REAL. 



Some years ago, when I was young, 

And Mra. Jones was lliaa Delancy ; 
Wien wedlock's canopy was Lung 

With curtains icom tlie loom of fancy; 
1 used to paiat my future life 

With most poetical precision, — 
My special wonder of a wife ; 

My liappy days ; my nights Elyaan. 

I saw a lady, rather small, 

(A Juno was my strict abhorrence,} 
With flaxeii hair, contrived to fall 

In careless ringlets, a la Lawrence ; 
A blonde complexion ; eyes that drew 

From autumn clouds their azure brightne 
The foot of Venus ; arms whose hue 

Was perfect in jls mil&y whiteaess 1 

I saw a pai-ty, quite select, — ■ 

There might have been a baJier's dozen; 
A parson, of the ruling sect ; 

A bridemaid, and a city cousin 5 
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IDEAL ANI> RBAI. 

A formal speect tn mo and mine, 
(Its meaning I could staroe diseo'vei 

A taste of cake; asipofwme; 
Some kissing — and the scene was o 

.A cherub pictured, rather faintly, 
Beside a pallid dame who wore 

A countenance extremely saintly. 
I saw, — but nothing could I hear, 

Except the aofteat prattle, maybe. 
The merest breath upon the ear, — 

So quiet was that blcssdd baby ! 



X see a woman, rather tall, 

And yet, 1 own, a comely lady; 
Complexion — such as I must call 

(To be exact) a little shady ; 
A hand not handsome, yet confessed 

A generous one for love or pity ; 
A mmble foot, and — neatly dressed 

In Na 6 — extremely pretty I 

I see a gronp of boja and girls 

Assembled round the knee paternal 

With luddy cheeks and tangled enrls, 
And manners not at all supexual. 
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a IDEAL AND REAI.. 

And OHO has reached a manly ^ze ; 

And one aspires to Troman's stature ; 
And one is quite a recent prize. 

And all abound in hutnan nature I 

The boys are hard to keep in trim! 

The g^ls are often ^'ather trying ; 
And baby — ■ like the cherubim — 

Seems Tery fond of steady crying 1 
And yet the precious little one, 

His mother's dear, despotic master, 
Is worth a thousand babies done 

In Paiian or in alabaster I 

And oft that stately dame and I, 

"When laughing o'er our early dreamin, 
And marking, as the years go by, 

How idle was our youthful scheming, 
Confer the wiser Power that knew 

How Duly every joy enhances, 
And gave us blea^ngs rich and true. 

And better fa>' than aU. our fancies ! 
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HOW THE MONET GOES. 

Ho-w goaa the Money ? — Well, 
I 'ni Eure it is n't hard to tell ; 
It goes for rent, and water-rates, 
For bread nnd butter, coal and gratea, 
Hats, caps, and carpets, hoops and hose, - 
And that 's the way the Money goes ! 

How goes the Mouey ? — Nay, 
Don't everybody know the way ? 
It goes tor bonnets, cofits, and capes, 
Silks, eatina, mnsUns, velvets, crapes, 
Shawla, ribbons, furs, and furbelows, — ■ 
And that 's the way the Money goes I 

How goes the Money ? — Sure, 

I wish the ways were something fewer ; 

It goes for wages, taxes, debts ; 

It goes tbr presenta, goes for beta. 

For ptunt, pommade, and eau de rose, — 

And that's the way the Money goea ! 

How goca the Money? — Now, 
I've scarce begun to mention how; 
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It goes for laces, feathers, rings. 
Top, dolls — and other baby-tbings, 

Whips, whistles, candies, bells, and bows, - 
And that's the way the Money goosi 

How goes the Money ? — Come, 

1 know it does n't go for rum ; 

It goes for schools and Sabbath ehimes. 

It goes for charity — sometimes ; 

For missions, and such things as those, -<" 

And that 's the way the Money goes I 

How goes the Money 1 — There I 
I 'm. out of patience, I declare ; 
It goes for plays, and diamond-pins, 
For puhlie alms, and private sins. 
For hollow shams, and ally shows, — 
And tibat'a the way the Money goeet 
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TALE OF A D0«. 

IM TWO PARTS. 



' CtJESE on ftU cars I ' I heard a cynic cry ; 

A wider inaledietioa than !ie tSiouglit, — 
For what 'a a cynic ¥ — Had lie cast bis eye 

Within hia dictionary, he had caught 
Tliis much of learning, — the untutored elf, — 
Tliat he, unwittingly, had cursed himself I 



' Beware of dogs,' the great Apostle writes ; 

A rather brief and sharp philippic sent 
To the Philippians. The paragraph invites 

Some little question sa to ita intent, 
Among the best expositors ; but then 
I find they all agree that " dogs " meant men ! 



Beware of men I a moralist migM say, 

And women too ; 't were but a prudent hint, 

Well worth observing in a general way. 
But having anreiy no conclusion in 't, 

(As eaucy satirists are wont to rail,) 

All men are faithless, and all women fraJI. 



H<,.i-< „ Google 



And so of dogs 't were wrocg to dogma 
Without discrimination or degree ; 

For one may see, with half a pair of ey 
That they have characters aa well aa 

I hate the rascal who can walk the stre 

Camcg all caninea lio may chanoe to a 



I had a dog that was not all a dog, 

For in Iiia nature there waa something human ; 
Wisely he looked as any pedagogue ; 

Loved funerals and weddings, like a woman ; 
With this (still human) weakness, I confess, 
Of always judging people by their dress. 

VI. 

He liated beggars, it was very clear, 

And oft waa seen to drive them from the door ; 
But that was education ; — for a year, 

Ere yet his puppyhood was fairly o'er. 
He lived with a Philanthropist, and caught 
TEs practices ; the precepts he forgot 1 



Wlieh was a pity ; yet the dog, I grant, 
Led, on the whole, a very worthy life. 

To teach you industry, ' Gro to the ant,' 
(I mean the insect, not your uncle's wife ;) 

But — though the counsel sounds a little rude — 

Qo to the dogs, for love and gratitude. 
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' Throw pliysic to the dogs,' the poet cries ; 

A (ioworiglit insult to Hie canine race ; 
There 's not a puppy but is far too iTiss 

To put a pill or powder in lis face. 
Perhaps the poet merely meant to say. 
That physic, thrown to do^, is thrown away, - 



Which (aa the parson said about the dice) 
Is the best throw that any man can choose 5 

Take, if you're ailing, medical advice, — 
Mints the medidne — which, of course, refuse^ 

Drugging, no doubt, occasioned Homteopathy, 

And all the dripping horrors of Hydropatliy. 

At all events, 'tis fitting to remark, 

Dogs spurn at drags ; their daily bark and whine 
Are not at all the muaty wine and bark 

The doctors ^ve to patients in decline ; 
And yet a dog who felt a fracture's smart 
Once thanked a kind chirurgeon for his ail; 



I 've heard a story, and believe it true, 
About a dog that chanced to break his leg; 

His master set it and the member grew 
Once more a sound and serviceable peg ; 

And how d'ye think the happy dog exprest 

Thft grateful feelings of his glowing breast ? 
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'T was not in words ; the customarj' pay 
Of human debtors &x a firicndly act ; 

For dogs their tlioughts can neither sing nor Ba 
E'en in " dog-latin," wMcii (a curious fact) 

Is spoken only — as a classic gi'aue — 

By gi'ave Prafeaaora of the human race I 



No, 't was in deed ; the very briefest tail 
Declared his deep emotions at his cure ; 

Short, hut significant ; — one could not fail, 
From fie mere waging of his cynosure 

(' Surgens epuppt'), aud his ears agog, 

To see the fellow was a grateftd dog I 



One day — still mindful of his late disaster — 
He wandered off the village to explore ; 

And brought another dog unto his master. 
Lame of a leg, as he had been before ; 

As who should say, ' Tou see I — the dog is lamfl 

You doctored me, pray, doctor him the same 1 ' 



So CTina tlie story, and you have it cheap, — 
Dog-cheap, as doubtless sueh a tale should be i 

The moi'al, surely, is n't hard to reap : — 
Be prompt to listen unto mercy's piea ; 

Tbs good you get, diffuse ; it will not hurt yon 

E'en from a dog to Ifiarn a Christian vu'tue I 
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LITTLE JEEKY, THE MILLER. 



Beneath tlie HU you may see the mill 
Of wastjng wood and cnimbling stone ; 

The wheel is dripping and clattering atill, 
But Jerry, tlie mUler, is dead and gone* 

Year after year, early and late. 

Alike in summer and winter weatlier. 

He pecked the stones and calied the gate, 
And mill and miller grew old together. 

' Little Jcny ! ' ~ 't was all the same, — 
They loved him well who called him so; 

And whether be'd ever another name, 
Nobody ever seemed to know. 

'T ivas ' Little Jerry, come grind my rye ;' 
And ' Little Jerry, come grind my wheat j' 

And ' Little Jerry' was still the ory. 
From mati'on bold and maiden sweet. 
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'T was ' Little Jerry ' on eyery tongue, 
And so the simple tnith was toid ; 

For Jerry was little when lie was yonng, 
And Jerry was little when he was old. 

But what in size he chanced to lack, 
That Jerry made up in being strong ; 

I've seen a sack upon his back 
As tMck as tbe miller, and quite as long. 

Always busy, and always merry, 

Always dcring bis very best, 
A notable wag was Little Jerry, 

Who uttered well his standing jest. 

How Jerry lived is known to fame, 

But how he died there 's none may know ; 

One autumn day the rumor came, 
' The brook and Jerry are veiy low." 

And then 't was whispered, mournfully. 
The leeuh had come, and he was dead ; 

And all the neighbors flocked to see ; 
' Poor Little Jerry I ' was all they said. 

They laid him in hia eaithy bed, — 
His miller's ooat his only shroud } 

" Dust to dust," the parson said, 
And all the people wsjit aloud. 
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UTTtK JKUHT, THE MILLEE. 

For te bad shuimed fie deMly sin, 

And not a grain of over-toll 
Had ever dropped into his bin, 

To weigb upon Me parting soul. 

Beneatb the hill there Btaada tbe mill, 
Of wasting wood and crumbling stone; 

The wheel is dripping and clattering still. 
But Jekey, tbe miller, is dead and gon« 
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HOW CYRUS LAID THE CABLE 



Come, listen all unto my song ; 

Itisnosmyfebla; 
'T is all about the mighty cord 

They call the Atlantic Cable. 

Bold Cyrus Field he said, Bays he, 

1 have a pretty notion 
That I can run a telegraph 

Aoros9 the Atlantic Ocean. 

Then all the people laughed, and sa 
Thoy 'd like to soo him do it ; 

Ho might get half^seaa-over, but 
He never could go thiough it J 

To carry out his foolish plan 
He never would be able ; 

He might aa well go hang himself 
With bis Atlantic Cable I 
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But Cyrus was a vaOant man, 

A fellow of decision ; 
AaA heeded not their mocking vi-ords, 

Tkeh' laughter and derision. 

Twice did his bravest efforts fail, 

And yet his mind was stable ; 
He wa'n't the man to break his heart 

Because he bj-okii his cable. 

' Once more, my gallant boys 1 ' he eriod ; 

' TJiree times ! — you fccow the fable, — 
(111 make it Hiirty' muttered he, 

' But I will lay the cable I ') 

Once more Uiey tried, — hurrah I hurrah 1 
What means this great commotion ? 

rhe Lord be prised I the cable 's laid 
Aci-oss the Atlantic Ocean I 

Loud ring the bells — for, flashing through 
Six hundred leagues of water, 

Old Mother Eagland's benison 
Salutes hei' eldest daughter 1 

O'er all the land the tidings speed. 

And soon, in every nation, 
They '11 hear about the cable with 

Profoundest admiration ' 
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Jflow long live James, and long live Vic, 
And long live gallant Cjnia; 

And may his courage, faitli, and zeal 
With emulation fire ua ; 



And may we honor e 

The manly, bold, ajid stable ', 
And t«ll our sons, to make tliem brave, 

How Cyms liiid the cable 1 
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THE JOrj:,Y MAEINEE. 



It was a jolly marinev 

As ever hove a log ; 
He wore liis trousers wide and freaj 

And always ate iiia prog, 
And blessed his eyes, in saiior-Tvise, 

And never shirked his grog. 

Up spoke tliis jolly mariner, 

Whilst walkiag up and down : — 

' The briny sea has pickled me, 
Aud done me very brown j 

But here I goes, in these here clo'eSt 
A-cmising in the town I ' 

The first of all the cutioua things 
That chanced his eye to meet, 

Aa this undaunted mariner 
Went sailing up the street. 

Was, tripping with a little caae, 
A dandy all complete ! 
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He stopped, — that jolly mariner, — 
And eyed tie straDger well ; — 

'What that may be,' he said, says he 
' Is mm« than I can tell ; 

But ne'er before, on sea or shore, 
Was such a heavy swell I ' 

He met a lady m her hoops, 

And thuB slie heard him hail ; — 

' How blow me tight I — but tliero 's a s 
To manage in a gale 1 

I never saw so small a craft 
With such a spread o' sail I 

' Observe the oraft beibre ajiij aft, ^ 
She 'd make a pretty prize I ' 

And then in that improper way 
He spoke about his eyes. 

In anger or surprise. 

He saw a plumber on a roof, 
Who made a mighty din : — 

' Shipmate, ahoj' ! ' the rover cried, 
' It makes a sailor grin 

To see you copper-bottoming 
Tour npper dects with tin ! ' 

He met a yellow-bearded man. 

And asked about the way ; 
But not a word could he make out 

Of what the i-hrtp would say, 
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Unles lie meant to call him names, 
By screaining, ' NJx furstay ! ' 

Up spoke this jolly mariner, 

Aiid to the man s^d he, 
' I have n't sailed these thirty years 

Upon the stormy sea. 
To hear the shame of such a. name 

As 1 have heard from thee ! 

' So take thou that 1 ' — and laid him fiat : 

But soon the man arose, 
And beat the jolly mariner 

Across hia jolly nose, 
Till he was fain, from very pain. 

To yield him to the blows. 

'Twas then this jolly mariner, 

A wretched jolly tar. 
Wished he was in a jolly-boat 

Upon the sea afar, 
Or riding fast, befm'e the blast. 

Upon a single spar I 

"X was then this jolly mariner 

Returned unto his ship, 
And lobj unto the wondering crow 

The story of his trip, 
With many oaths and curses, too, 

Upon his wtclcnd Hpl — 
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As hoping — so this mariner 
In fearful words harangued — 

His timbers might be shivered, and 
lEs leVard scuppers danged, 

(A double curse, and vastly worse 
Than being shot or hanger] !J 

If ever he — and here again 
A dreadful oatJi he swore — . 

If ever he, except at sea, 
Spotte any stranger more, 

Or like a son of— something — went 
A-cniising on the shore I 
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YE TAILrOI^-MAN. 
I coNTEm-LAirvi: 



Right jollie is ye tailyor-man, 

Ah annie man may be ; 
And all ye daye npon ye benche 

He worketh memlie. 

And oft ye wbile in pleaaante irise 
He coileth up his lymbes, 

He angetli songa ye like wlieveof 
Are not in Watts his hymns. 

And yet he toileth aJl ye while 
His merrie catches roUe ; 

As true unto ye needle as 
Ye needle to ye pole. 

"What cares ye valiant tailyor-man 
For all ye eowarde fearea 1 

Agiunst ye Ecissors of ye Pates 
He pointea his mightie sheares. 

He heedeth not ye anciente jeata 
That witlesse sinners use ; 

What feareth ye bolde tailyor-map 
Ye hissinge of a goose ? 
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He pnlletli at ye buMe threade, 

To ieede Ms lovinge wife 
And eke his ebilde ; for unto them 

It is ye thveada of life. 

He cutteth well ye riclie mac's coat* 
And with unseemlie pride 

He sees ye little waistpoate in 
Ye cabbage bje his side. 

Meanwhile ye tailyor-man hia wife, 

To labor notbinge loth, 
Sits bye with readie hande to baste 

Ye urchin and ye cloth. 

Full happie is ye tailyor-man, 

Yet is he often tried, 
Lest he, fram fullnesae of ye dimes, 

Wax wanton in his pride. 

Pull happie is ye tailyor-man, 

And yet he hath a foe, 
A cunninge eneraie that none 

So well aiS tailyors knowe. 



It is ye slipper) e ci 

■\VTio goes his wicked wayt 
And weares ye tailyoi'-man I 

But never, never payeal 
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TOTPW A3D COUNTRY. 



AS ECLOGUE 



1 'VE thought, my Cousin, it 'a extremely queer 
Tbat ycoi, who love to spend your August heve, 
Don't bring, at once, your wife and chikboa. down. 
And quit, for good, the aoisj, dusty town, 

SH1LLINGSI1>E. 
Ah 1 ample swain, this sort of life may do 
For such a verdant Clovertop as you, 
Content to vegetate in summer air, 
And hibernate in winter — like a bear 1 

OlOVERTOP. 

Here we have bTitter pure as virgin gold, 
And milk from cows that can a tsul unfold 
With bovine pride ; and new-laid e^s, whose praise 
Is sung by pullets with then' mornmg laj's ; 
Ti'out fi-om the brook ; good water fl'om the well j 
And other blessings mors tlian I can tell 1 
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Tliere, simple rustic, we have nightly plays, 
And operatic music, — charming ways 
Of spending time and money, — lots of fun ; 
The Central Park — whene'er they get it done ; 
Barnuin's Museum, full of tilings erratic, 
Terrene, amphibious, airy, and anuatio I 

CLOVERTOP. 

Here we have rosy, radiant, romping girls, 
With lips of rubies, and with teeth of pearls ; 
1 dare not mention half their witchmg charms ; 
But, ah I the roundness of their milky arms. 
And, oh I what pohshed shoulders they display, 
Bending o'er tubs upon a washing-day 1 



There we have ladies most superbly made 
(By fine arihtes, who understand their trade), 
Who dance the German, flirt a graceful fan, 
And speak sudh French as no Parisian can ; 
Who sing much louder than your country thrushes, 
And wear (thank PhalonI) far more brilliant 
Blushes I 



Here, boastful Shilling, we have flowery walks, 
Where you may stroll, and hold delightful talks, 
(No saucy placard frowning as you pass, 
' Ten dollars' fine for walking on thB grass I ■) 
Dim-ligbtcd graves, where love's delicious words 
Are breathed to mumc of melodious birds. 
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SnlLLm&srDB. 
Titers, sffly CIoTer, dashing belles we meet, 
SireepiDg with silken robea the dusty street ; 
May gaae into their feces as they paea, 
Benealh the rays of dimly-baming gas, 
Or, standing at a crossing whan it rains, 
May see some pretty ankles for our pains. 

'LOVEETOP. 

Here you may angle for the speckled trout, 
Play hijn. awhile, ■with gentle hand, about, 
Then, like a sportsman, pull the fellow out 1 

SHixtiseaiBE. 
TItere, too, is fishing quite as good, I ween. 
Where careless, gaping gudgeons oft are seen, 
Itifih as you pasture, and almost as green 1 

CLOVER TOP. 

Here you may see the meadow's grassy plain, 
Kipe, luscious fruits, and shocks of golden grain 5 
And view, luKuriant in a hundred fields. 
The gorgeous wealth that bounteous Nature yields I 



ITiere you may see Trade's wondrous strength and 

Where merchant^naTies throng on every side, 
And view, collected in Columbia's mart, 
Alilce the wealth of Nature and of Art I 
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910 TO-WN AISD COUHTiiY. 

<;lotkrtop. 
Ceaae, clamorous clt I I love these quiet nooks, 
Where one may sleep, or dawdlG over books, 
Or, if lie wish of gentle love fo dream, 
May dt and muse by yonder babbling stream-- 

seii,i,iH(f9iTie. 
Diy up your babbling stream I my Clovei-top — 
You 're getting garrulous ; it 's time to stop. 
I bve tlie city, and the city's smoke ; 
The smell of gas ; the dust of coal and coke | 
The sound of bells ; the tramp of hurrying feet °, 
The eight of pigs and Paphians in the street ; 
The jostling crowd ; the never-ceasing noise 
Of rattling coaches, and vociferous boys ; 
The cry cf' Fire 1' and the exciting scene 
Of heroes running ■vvith their mad ' mersheen ; ' 
Nay, now I think that I could even stand 
The dii-eful din of Bai'nnm's brazen band. 
So much I long to see the town again 1 
Good-bye I I 'm going by the evening train t 
Don't fail to call whene'er you come to town, 
We '11 do the city, boy, and do it brown ; 
I've really had a pleasant visit here, 
And mean to come again another year^ 
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M\ FOlTLiW 



Again ? tew tliat creaking atep ' -~- 

He 'b j-i^pBg at the door 1 — 
Too weil I know tlie boding sound 

That ushers in a bore. 
I do not tremble when I meet 

The stoutest of my foes, 
But Heaven defend me from the fm v ■ 

Who comes — but never goes I 



He drops into my easy-chair, 

And asks about the news; 
He peers into my manusoript, 

And gives his candid views ; 
He tells me where he likes the line, 

And where he 's forced to grieve ; 
He takes the strangest liberties. — 

But never takes his leave I 
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He reads my daily paper through 

Before I 've seen a word ; 
He scans the Ijric (that I wrote) 

And tMnks it quite absurd ; 
He calmly smokea my last cigar, 

And coolly aska for more ; 
He opens everything he sees — 

Except the enlry door I 



He talks about his fragile health, 

And tells me of the paina 
He suffers from a score of ills 

Of whicli lie ne'er complains ; 
And how he struggled once with, death 

To keep the fiend at bay ; 
On themes like those away he goes — 

But never goes away ! 



He tells me of the carping words 

Some shallow critic wrote ; 
And every precious paragraph 

Familiarly can quote ; 
Ho thinks the writer did me wrong ; 

He 'd like to run him through ! 
He says a thousand pleasant things — = 

But never says ' Adieu I ' 
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Whene'er be comes — tliat dreadful man -= 

Disguise it as I may, 
I know tbait, like an Autumn rain, 

He '11 laat throughout the day, 
In vain I speak of urgent tasks ; 

In Tain I scowl and pout ; 
A frown is no extinguisher, — ■ 

It does not put him out 1 



I mean to take the knocker off, 

Put crape upon the door, 
Or hint to Johu that I am gone 

To stay a month or more. 
I do not tremble when I meet 

The stoutest of my foes, 
But Heaven defend me from the friend 

Wlio never, never goee I 
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HOW THE LAWYKES GOT A PATROM 
SAINT. 



A LEGEKD ( 



R of Brittany, onue on a tune, 
When business w^ flag^ng at tome, 
Was sent aa a legate to Italy's clime, 
To confer with the Father at Eome. 

And what was tlie message the minister brought ? 

To the Pope he preferred a complaint 
That each other profession a Patron had got, 

While the Lawyers had never a Saint 1 

' Very frue," aald hia Holineaa, — smiling to find 
An attorney so civil and pleasant, — 

'Bnt my very last Saint is already assigned, 
And I can't make a new one at present. 

To choose from the Bar it were fittest, I think | 
Perhaps you 've a man in yoar eye ; ' — 
And hie Holiness here gave a mischievous wink 
To a Cardinal sitting near by. 

6nt the lawyer replied, in a lawyer-like way, 

" I know what is modest, I hope i 
I did n't come hither, allow me to Bay, 

To proffer advice to the Pope I" 



H<,.i-< „ Google 



' Very well,' said his Holiness, ' tton we will do 

The best tliat may fairly be done ; 
It don't seem exactly tie thing, it is true, 

That the Law should be Saiut'lesa alone. 

' To treat your profession ae well as I can, 
And leave you no cause of complaint, 

I propose, as the only quite feasible plan, 
To give you a second-hand Saint. 

' To the neighboring church you will presently go, 

And tbis is the plan I advise ! — 
First, say a few ases — a hundred or so — 

Then, earefuUy bandage your eyes ; 

' Then (saying more aves) go groping around, 

And, touching one object alone, 
The Saint you are seeking will quickly be found, 

For the first that you touoh is your own.' 

The lawyer did as his Holiness said, 

Without an omission or flaw ; 
Then, taking the bandages off from his head, 

What do you think he saw ? 

There waa St. Michael (figured in paint) 

Subduing the Father of UvU ; 
And the lawyer, exclaiming ' Be tJiou our Saint I ' 

"Wss touching the form of the Davii i 
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THE lONG AND TlIB COTTAGEE. 

A PERSIAJT T,EGEK3J. 

Pbay list unto a legend 

The ancient poete t«ll ; 
T ia of a mighty mooareh 

In Persia once did dwell j 
A mighty queer old monarch 

Who ruled his kingdom wol!. 



' 1 must build another palace,' 
Observed tbis mighty Eing ; 

' For tbis ia getting shabby 
Along tbe soathern wing ; 

And, really, for a monarch, 
It is nt quite tbe tbiug. 



' So I will have a new one, 

Althoagb I greatly fear, 
To build it just to suit me, 

Will cost me ratber dear i 
And 111 choose, God wot, another epos. 

Much finer tbau this here/ 
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E COT T AGES. 



So lie travelleii o'er hia kingdom 

A proper Mte to find, 
Wlei-e he might build a palace 

Exactly to his mind, 
Ali with a pleasant p 

Before it, and behind. 



Jlot long with thb endeavor 
The King had travelled round, 

Ere, to his royal pleasure, 
A charming spot he found; 

But an ancient widow's cabin 
Waa standing on the ground. 



' Ab, here,' exclaimed the monarcli, 

' Is just the proper spot, 
If this woman would allow me 

To remove her little cot." 
But the beldam answered plainly, 

She had rather he would not ! 



'Within this lonely cottage, 
Great Moniirch, I was born ; 

And only from this cottage 
By Death will I be torn s 

So spare it, in your .justice. 
Or spoil it in your scorn T 
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a COTTAQBB, 



Then ail fhe courtiers mocked lier. 
With cruel woi'ds and jeers : ■- 

' Tis plain her royal master 
She neither loves nor fears ; 

We would knock her ugly hovel 
About her ugly ears I 



' When ever was a subject 

Who might the King withstand t 
Or deem lis spoken pleasure 

As less than his command ? 
Of eoui-se he 'I! rout the beldam, 

And confiscate her land 1 ' 



But, to their deep amazement, 

Plia Majesty replied ; 
' Good woman, never heed them, 

The Khig is on your wde ! 
Tonr cottage is your castle. 

And here you shall abide. 



' To raze it in a moment. 
The power is mine, I grant ; 

My absolate dominion 
A hundred poets chant } 

For being Khan of Persia, 
There 's ftotliiug that I can'i I 
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('T was in tliia pleasant fashion 
The mighty monareh spoke ; 

e'or kings have merty fencias 
Like other mortal folk : 

knd none so high a,ad mighty 
But lovea his little joke,) 



.3ut power is scarcely worthy 
Of honor or applause, 

Ihat in its doniina,tion 
Contemns the widow's cause, 

Or perpetrates injustice 
By trampling oa the laws. 



Tha,t 1 have wronged the meanest 
No honest tongue may say : 

So bide you in your cottage, 
Good woman, while you may ; 

What 's youra by deed and purt haso 
Ko man may take away. 



' And 1 ivill build beside it, 
Por though your cot may be 

In such a lordly presence 
No fitting thiftg to see, 

If it honor not my castle, 
It will surely honor me 1 
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' For so my lojal people, 
Who gaze upon the sigit, 

Shall know Uiat !□ oppression 
I do not take delight ; 

I^or hold B king's eonvemenoe 
Before a subject's right I " 

Now from his spoken purpose 
The King departed not ; 

He built the royal dwelling 
Upon the chosen spot, 

And there they stood togethei', 
The palace aud the cot I 

Sure Bach nnsoemly neighbors 
Were never seen before i 

' His Majesty ia doting,' 
Hia Billy courtiers swore ; 

But aJl true loyal subjects, 
They loved the King the morn 

Long, long he rulud his fciugdoro 

In honor and renown ; 
But danger ever threa,tenB 

The head that weara a Crown, 
And Fortune, tjred of smiling, 

5'or once put on a frown. 
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For eTer socrot Eavy 
Attends a, liigh estate ; 

And ever lurkiDg Malice 
Pursues the good aud great j 

And ever base Ambition 
WiU end in deadly Hata 1 



And so two wicked courtJera, 
Who long had atrove in vainj 

By craft and evil coimaels, 
To mar the monareli'8 reign, 

Contrived a scheme infernal 
Whereby he should be alaln ! 



But as all deeds of darknoss 
Are wont to leave a clew 

Before the glaring sunlight 
To bring the knaves to view, 

That sin may be rewarded, 
Aad Satan get hia due, — 



To plan their wicked treason, 
They sought a lonely spot 

Behind the royal palace. 
Hard by the widow's cot, 

Who heard their machinations, 
And straight revealed the plot 1 
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S COTTAGER. 



' I see,' — exclaimed tie Perdau, — 
' The just are wise alone ; 

Who spares the rights of others 
May chance to guard his owa ', 

The widow's huoible cottage 
Haa propped a monarch's throne i 
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LOVE AFD LVCKE. 

AN ALLEGORY. 

Love and Liicrb met one daj. 
In chill Hovembfir weatlier, 

And so, to while the time away, 
They held diaeuurse together. 

Love at fivet was rather shy, 
As thiuking there was dajiger 

In venturing so very nigh 

The haughty-looking stranger. 

But LtrcHB managed to employ 

BehaTior so potential, 
That, in a trioe, the bashful boy 

Grew bold and confidentiaL 

* 1 hear,' quoth LiiciSE, bowing loWj 
' With all your hearts and honey, 

You sometimes suffer — is it so ? — ' 
For laok of mortal money.' 
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i LOVB AUD IvUORffi. 

Love owned tliat lie was poor in aught 

Except in golden fancies, 
And ne'er as yet had given a thouglit 

To mending his finances ; 

' Besides, I 've heard ' — so Lote went oi 
The other's hint improving — 

' That gold, however sought or wou, 
Is not a friend to loving.' 

' An arrant Ke ! — as you shall see, — 

Fall long ago invented, 
By knaves who know not yon nor me, 

To tickle the demented.' 

And Lucre waved Ms wand, and lo t 

By magical expansion, 
LovB saw his little hovel grow 

Into a stately mauaion ! 

And where, before, he used to sup 

Untended in his cottage, 
And grumble o'er the earthen cup 

That held bis meagre pottage, — 

How, smoking viands crown his hoardi, 
And many a flowing chalice ; 

His larder was with plenty stored. 
And beauty filled the palace I 
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And Love, though ratter lean at first, 
And tinged with melancholy, 

On generous winea and puddings nursed, 
Grew very stout and jolly ! 

Xet, mindful oFhia early Mend, 

He never turns detractor. 
But prays that blessings may attend 

TTia worthy benefactor ; 

And when Ms fiiends are gay above 
Then- evening whist or enoie. 

And drink a brimming health to LoVffis 
Be drinks ' suceess to LccEffi 1 ' 
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DEATH ASD C'OPm 



An 1 — who bnt oft hatli marvelled nhy 

The gods who i-uie above 
Should e'er permit the young to die, 

The old to fail in love I 

Ah 1 — vrhj should hapless human kind 

Be punished out of season ? 
Pray listen, and perhaps you 11 find 

My rhyme may give the raason- 

Deiath, strolling out one Summer'a day, 
Met Cupid, irith his sparrows | 

And, bantering in a merry way, 
Proposed a change of ai'vows ! 

' Agreed 1 ' — quoth Cupid, — ' I foresee 
The queerest game of errors ; 

For you the King of Hearts will be ! 
And I '11 be King of Terrors 1 ' 
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And so 'twas done;-- alas tho day 
That multiplied their arts ! — 

Eacb from the other bore away 
A portion of lus darts I — 

And that explains the reason why. 

Despite the gods above, 
The yoimg are often doomed to die | 

The old to fall in low S 
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THE FAMILY MAH. 

I ONCE was a jolly young boau, 
And knew Low to pick up a fan, 

But I 've done witli all tliat, you must knowj 
For now I 'm a family man 1 

When a partner I ventured to tidte, 
Th,Q ladiea all fevorcd tlie plan ; 

Ttey vowed 1 was certain to make 
' Sucli an excellent family man I ' 

If I travel by land or by water, 
I have charge of eome Susan or Ann ; 

Mrs, Brown is so sure tiat iev daughter 
Is safe with a family mail ] 

The trunks and the bandboxes round 'em 
With something like hon'Or I ecbji, 

But though I may mutter, ' Confound 'em I ' 
J smile — like a tamily man 1 
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I once was as gay as a templar, 
But levity '3 now under bau ; 

Young people must lave an esemplar 
And I am a family man I 

The club-men 1 meet in the city 
All treat me aa well as they can ; 

And only exclaim, ' What a pity 
Poor Tom is a iamily man I * 

I own I am getting quite pen^ye ; 

Ten cluldren, from David to Dan, 
Is a tajnily rather extensive ; 

But then — I 'm a iamily msn t 
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ME CEEDE OOLOISs 

OR, TEU9T NOT TO APPEiRANCESo 

Althougli with antiquity hoaiy ; 
What an exeelleBt homily lies 
In the motto, ' Ne crede colon t ' 

A hlusteiing minion of Mars 
Is vatmting his battles so gory; 

You Bee some equivocal Boaia, 
And mutter, Ne crede colori ! 

A feOow solicits yonr tin 
Bj telling a runaway story ; 

You look at his ebony skin, 
And think of, Ne crede colori J 

Tou gaae upon beauty that vies 
With the rose and the lily in glory, 

But certain ' inscrutable dyea ' 
Semicd you, Ne crede colori ' 
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There 'a possibly healtli ia the flush 
That rivals the red of Aurora; 

But brandy-and-water can bluah, 
And whisper, Ne erede colorit 

My stoty is presently done, 

Like the ballad of good Mother iMoreyj 
Bat all imposftion to shun, 

Semember, Ne crede coloril 
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CLARA TO CLOE. 



Deak Clob; — I "m deeply your debtor, 

(Though the maU was uncommonly slow,) 
For the very agreeable letter 

You wrote me a fortnight ago. 
I know you are eagerly waiting 

For all that I promised to write, 
But my pen k unequal to stating 

One half ttat my lieart would indite. 

The weatlier is terribly tomd ; 

The new style of bonnet is horrid ; 

And so is the new-fashioned basque; 
The former — hut language would fail 

Were its epithets doubly as strong — 
The latter is worn with a tail 

Very ugly and tedbusly long ! 

And then as to crinoline — Gracious ! 

If you only could see Cousin Ruth — 
'Jhe pictures, for once, are veracious, 

And editors utter tho truth I 
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I know you will think it a pity ; 

And every one makes such a sneer of i 
But there is n't a saint in tlie city 

Whose Bldrts are enlarely clear of it ! 

And then what a fortune of stufi 

To eaver the skeleton over I — 
Charles says the idea is enough 

To frighten a sensible lover ; 
And, pretendbg tliat we ai-e to hlamc 

For every financial declension, 
Swears hushands must soon do the same, 

If wives have another " 



The town is exceedingly dull. 

And so ia the latest new farce ; 
The parka are uncommonly full, 

But heaux are deplorably scarce ; 
They 're gone to the ' Springs' and the ' Falla," 

To exhihit their greyhounds and graces. 
And recruit at, — what Frederick calls — ■ 

The Brandy-and- Watering Places 1 

Since my former epistle, which carried 

The news of that curious plot ; 
Of Miss 9. who ran off — and was married ; 

Of Miss B. "ivho ran off — and was not, — 
There ia n't a whisper of scandal 

To keep gentle ladies in humor. 
And Gosap, the pleasant old vandal, 

Is dying for want of a rumor I Ci.ABa„ 
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p. S. — But wag n't it funny ? -= 

Sirs. Jones, at a party last weeic, 
(Tte lady so proud of her money, 

Of whom you have oft heard me Bpeat,) 
Appeared so delightfully stupid, 

When she spoke, thi'ough the squeak of her 
phthisic. 
Of the statue of Psyche and Cupid 

As ' the statute of Cuj^id and Physio I ' C. 
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CLOE TO CLARA. 

A BABATOGA LETTEK. 

Deab Claka ; — I wisli yon were heM s 

The prettiest spot upon earth I 
With everything charming, my dear, — 

Beaux, badinage, mugic, and mirth t 
Such rows of magnificent trees, 

Overhanging such beautiful walks, 
Wlere loverg may stroll, if they please, 

And indulge in the sweetest of talks I 

We go every moraing, lite geese, 

To drini at the favorite Spring ; 
Six tumblers of water apiece, 

la wmply the regular thing j 
For such ia its wonderful virtue, 

Thoogh rather unpleasant at first, 
No quantity ever can hurt you. 

Unless you should happen to burst 1 

And then, what a gosdping sight I 
What talk about William and Harry; 

How Julia was spending last night ; 
And ui% Misij Morton should maiTy! 
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Bear Clara, I've happened to see 
Full many a tea-table slaughter ; 

But, really, scandal with tea 

Is nothing to scandal witi water ! 

Apropos of the Spring — have jou heatd 

The quiz of a gentleman here 
On a pompous M. C- who averred 

That the name waa remarkably queer ? 
' The Spring, — to keep it from failing, — 

With wood is encompassed about, 
And derives, from its pei-manent railing, 

The title of" Congi-ess," no douhtl' 

T is pleasant to guess at the reason — 

The genuine motive which brings 
Such all-sorts of folks, in the season, 

To stop a few days at the Springs. 
Some come to partake of the watei^, 

(The sensible, old-fashioned elves,) 
Some coaie to dispose of their daughters, 

And some to dispose of — themselves I 

Some come to exhibit their facea 

To new and admiimg beholders j 
Some oorae to exhibit their graces, 

And some to exhibit their shoulders ; 
Some come to make people stare 

At the elegant dresses they 've got j 
Some to show what a lady may wear. 

And some — what a lady should not ! 
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ome coi 


me to Bijnandei- theii- treasure 


And a. 


>me their flinde to improve i 


adsom 


e for mere love of pleasure, 


Andsi 


ume for the pleasure of love ; 


.nd som 


e to escape from the old, 


AndBi 


]me to see what is new; 


utmost 


1 — it is plain to be told — 


Come here —■ because otiier folks do 



And that, I suppose, is the reason 

Why / am enjoying, tcwJay, 
What's called 'the height — of the i 

In rather the loftiest way. 
Good by — for now I must stop— 

To Charley's command I resign, - 
So I'm his for the regnlar hop. 

But ever most tenderly thine. 
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Of all amusements for the mind, 

From logic down to fishing, 
There isn't one that you can find 

So very cheap as ' niahing.' 
A very choice diversion too, 

If we but rightly use it, 
And not, as we are apt to do. 

Pervert it, and abuse it. 

I msh — a common wish indeed — 

My purse were somewhat fatter, 
That I might cheer the child of need, 

And not my pride to flatter ; 
That I might make Oppression reel, 

As only gold oan make it, 
And break the Tyrant's rod of steel, 

Ab only gold can brcali it. 

I wish — that Sympathy and Love, 
And every human passion, 

That has its ori^n above, 

Would come and keep in fashion | 
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Tbat Scorn, and Jealousy, and Hate. 

And every base emotion, 
Were buried fifty fathom deep 

Bonoati the waves of Ocean I 

I wish— = that friends were alwap true. 

And motives always pure ; 
I wish the good were not so few, 

I wish tie bad were fewer ; 
I wish that parsons ne'er forgot 

To heed theiv pious teaching j 
I wish that practising was not 

So different from preacHng ! 

I wish -—that modest worth might bo 
Appraised with truth and candor; 

I wish that innocence were free 
From treachery and slander ; 

I wish that men theb vows would mind ; 

I wish that wives were always kind, 
And husbands always lovers I 

I wish — in fine — that Joy and Mirth, 

And every good Ideal, 
May come erewhile, throughout the earth, 

To be the gloriona Eeal ; 
T311 God shall every creature bless 

With his supremest blesfang, 
And Hope ba lost in Happiness, 

And Wishing in Possessing I 
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EICHARD OF GLOSTEE. 
A TB AVE a tie- 
Perhaps, my dear boy, you may never have heard 
Of that wicked old monarch, King Eichard the 

Third, — 
Whose actions were often extremely ahsurd ; 
And who led such a, sad life, 
Such a wantott and mad life ; 
Indeed, I may say, such a wretchedly bad life, 
I suppose I am perfectly safe in declaring, 
There was ne'er such a moneter of infamous daring j 
In all sorts of crime he was wholly unsparing ; 
In pride and ambition was quite beyond bearing; 
And had a bad habit of cursing and swearing. 

I must own, my dear boy, I have more than sus= 

peoted 
The King's edaoation vtas rather neglected ; 
And that at your school with any two ' Dicks ' 
"Whom your excellent teacher diumaJiy pricks 
In his neat little tables, in order to fix 
Each pupil's progression with numeral nicks, 
Master Richard Y, Glostee would often haTe 

His standing recorded as, » Richard — tie tJiird I ' 
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But whatever of learning his Majesty !iad, 

Tia clear tlie King's English was shockingly bad. 

At the slightest pretenue 

Of disloyal offence, 

Ind, having no need to foster or nni'se it, he 
Would open his wrath, then, as if to disperse it, he 
Would scatter his curses like College degrees ; 

And, quite at lus ease, 

Conferred his ' d-d's.' 
M plenty and cheap as a young Univeraity 1 

And yet Eictard's tongue was remarkable smooth ; 
Could utter a lie quite as easy as truth ; 
(Another bad habit he got in his youth ;) 
And had, on oocaaon, a powerful battery 
Of plausible phrases and eloquent flattery, 
Wbicii gave him, my boy, in that barbfirous day, 
(TliingB are different now, I am ]!a,ppy to say,J 
Over feminine hearts a most perilous sway. 
The women, in spite of an odious hump 
Wliioh he wore on his back, all thought him a trump ; 
And just when he 'd played them the scurviest trick. 
They 'd swear in tlieir hearts that this crooked old 

This treacherous, dangerous, dissolute Dick, 
For honor and virtue beat Cato all liollow ; 
And in figure and face was another Apollo I 
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S4S 

And, worse than aJl that, be slaiiglitered by dozSnfl 
His own roj'al uncles and nepliews and cousins; 
And then, in the cimningeat sort of orations, 

In smooth conversations, 

And flattering ovations. 
Made love to the principal female relations ! 
'Twas very improper, my boy, you must know. 
For the sou of a King to behave himself so ; 
And yon 11 scarcely believe what the chronicles stow 

Of his wonderful wooings, 

And infamous doings; 
But here's an exploit that he certainly diddo-= 

Ellod his own cousin Ked, 

As he slept in his bed, 
And married, next day, the difconaDlate ■widow I 

I don't tmderstand how snob c^res arise, 
Bnt beginning, perhaps, with things littie in size. 
Such as torturing beetles and bluebottle-flies, 
Or scattering snuiF in a poodle-dog's eyes, — 
King KJchard had grown so wantonly cruel. 
He minded a mni'der no more than a duel ; 
He 'd indulge, on the slightest pretence or 
In his favorite amusement of Decapitation, 

Until 'Offwitb his head I' 

It is credibly said, 
rrom bis Majesty's mouth came as easy and pat 
As ii'om an old constable, 'Off with his hat!' 

One really shivers, 
And faii'ly quivers, 
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KICHABD OP GL08TBR. 248 

■i'o think of the treatment of Grey, and Elvers, 

And Hastings, and VaiighQ, and other good livera, 

All suddouly sent, at the tap of a drum, 

From the Kingdom of England to Kingdom-Come t 

Of Buekinghfim doomed to a tragical end 

For being tJie tyrant's particular friend ; 

Of Clarence who died, it is mournful to think, 

Of wme that he wasn't permitted to drinki 

And the beautiftil babies of royal blood. 

Two little White Bosea both nipt in the bud ! 

And silly Queen Anne — what sorrow it coat hes" 

(And served her right I) for daring to foster 

The impudent suit of this Richard of Gloster ; 

Who, instead of conferring a royal gratuity, 

A dower, or even a decent j4nne-uity. 

Just gave her a portion of — something or other 

That made her as quiet as Pharaoh's mother I 

All , Eichard ! — you 're going it quite too fast ; 
Your doom is slow, but it 's coming at last ; 

Your bloody crown 

Will topple down, 
ind you '11 be done uncommonly brown ! 

Your foes are thick, 

My daring Dick, 
And Richmond, a prince and a regular brick, 
Is after you now with a very sharp stick ! 

On Bosworth field the armies to-night 
Are pitching their teuta in each other's t 



fistt! 



- they 're going to 
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And now King Eichard lias gone to bed", 

But e'en in liia sleep 

He cannot keep 
The past or the fiitnre out of bi6 head. 

In his deep remorse, 

Each mangled corse 
Of all lie had slain, — or, what was worse, 
Thwr ghosts, — came up in teri'ible force, 
And greeted his ear mth unpleasant discourse, 

Until, with a scream, 

He woke from his dream. 
And shouted aloud for ' another horse 1 ' 

Perhaps you may think, my little dear. 

King Eichard's rec[uest was ratlier queer ; 

But 1 11 presently make it exceedingly clear!— 

I mean to say that, against his habit, 

He 'd eaten Welah-rabbit 
With verj- bad whislty on going to bed. 
I 'ye had the Night-Mare with horrible force, 
And much prefer a different horse I 

But see ! the murky night is gone 1 
The Mom is up, and the Kght is on I 
The Knights are engaging, the warfare is waging. 
On the right — on the left, the battle is raging ; 

King Eichard is down I 

Will he save his erOTvn? 
There 's a crack in it now I — he 's begiuiiing to 

Aha ! King Eichard has \ost his steed ! 
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(Ai a moment like this 't is a terrible need I) 

He shouts aloud witli thundering fbree, 

Aud offers a very high price for a horse, 

But it's all in v^n — the. battle is done — 

The day is lost I — and the day is won I — 

And EicHMOKD is King I and RicnARD'a a corse ! 

MOftAl.. 

Remember, my boy, that moral enormities 

Are apt to attend corporeal deformitiea. 

Whatever you have, or whatever you lack, 

Beware of getting a crook in your back ; 

And, while you're about it, I'd very much rather 

You'd grow tall and superb, 1. e. copy your father I 

Don't leani to be omel, pray let me advise. 
By torturing beetles and bluebottle-flies, 
Or scatterbg snufF in a poDdlo-dog's eyes. 

If you ever should marry, remember to wed 

A handsome, plump, modest, sweet-spoken, weU- 

Aad sensible maiden of twenty — instead 
Of a widow whose husband is recently dead I 
If you 'd shua in your naps those horrible Inctiii, 
Beware what you eat, and be careful what drint 

you buy; 
Or else you may see, in your sleep's perturbations 
Some old and uncommonly ugly relations, 
Who 11 be very apt to disturb your nutations 
By unpleasant allusions, and rude observational 
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HO-HO OF THE GOLDEN BELT. 



! STOKIES OF CHIIfA, 



A BEAUTIFUL maideu was little Min-Ne, 
Eldest daughter of wise Wang-Ke j 
Her skin liad tlie oolor of saffron tea, 
And lier nose was flat as flat could be ; 
And never were seen suoli beautiftil eyes, 
Two almond-kernels in shape and size, 
Set in a ccuple of slanting gashes, 
And not in the least disfigured by lashes ; 

And then such feet I 

You 'd Boarcely meet 
In the longeEt walk through the grandest street, 

(And jou might go seeking 

Erom Nanking to Peeking,) 
A pair so remarkably suiall and neat ! 

Two little stmnps. 

Mere pedal lumps. 
That toddle along with the funniest thnuips, 
In China, you know, are reckoned liiuupa. 
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HO-au OF I'HE GOLDEN BKLT. E4i 

The rank of the omnei' they JastantJy show forth, 
Ej- the classical vule, ' expede,' and so forth. 
It aoema a trifle, to malte such a boast of it ; 

But Iiow thej' viiR dress it, 

And bandage and pi-ess it. 
By making the least, to make the moat of it I 



As you mny eiippoBo, 
She had plenty of beaux 
Bowing around her beautiftil toes. 
Praising her feet, and eyes, and nose, 
In rapturous verse and elegant prose ! 
She had lots of lovers, old and young ; 
Thoi-e was lofty Lomg, and babbling Lunq, 
Opulent Tin, and eloquent Tuset, 
Musical Sing, and, the rest among, 
Great Hang-Yu and Yu-be-Hung. 



But though they smiled and smirked and bowed, 

None could please her of aU the crowd ; 

LoNQ and Tung she thought too loud ; 

Opulent Tis was much too proud ; 

Lofty Loso was quite too tall ; 

Musical Sirra snng very small ; 

And, most remarkable freak of all. 

Of great Hanq-Yu the lady made game, 

And Ytj-BE-HUNG she mocked the same, 

By echoing back his ugly name ! 

But the hardest heart is doomed to melt ; 

Love ia a passion that le'dl be felt ; 



H<,.i-< „ Google 



248 HO-HO 01' THE GOLBES J3EI.T, 

And just when scandal was mpjiing free 

To hint ' what a pi^tty old maid she 'd b« ' — 

Little Min-Ne, 

(Who but she?) 
Married Ho-Ho of the Golden Belt! 
A man, 1 must own, of bad reputation, 
And low in purse, though high.in station — 
A sort of Imperial poor-relation 
Wlio rauted as the Emperor's second coneiii, 
Multiplied by a hundred dozen ; 
And, to mark the love the Emperor folt, 

Had a pension clear 

Of three pounds a-year, 
And the bouor of wearing a Golden Bolt! 

And gallant Ho-Ho 

Could really show 
A handsome face, as faces go 
In the Flowery Land where, you must hums , 
The finest pints of beauty grow. 
He 'd (he very widest kind of jawa, 
And bis nails were like an eagle's claws, 
And — though it may seem a wondrous tail — 
(Ti-uth is mighty and will prevail I) 
He 'd a qveve as hjng as the deepest cause 
tinder the Emperor's chancery laws ! 

Yet how he managed to win Mhj-Nb, 
The men declared they could n't see ; 
But all the ladies, over their tea. 
In this one point were known to agree : --~ 
Foar 0is were sent to aid liis plea : 
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A Bmoking-plpe with, a golden dog, 
A cox of tea and a poodle dog, 
And a painted heart that wa3 all a-flame, 
And bore, in blood, tlie lover's name. 

All ! how could presents prettj- as these 
A delicate lady fail to please 7 
She smoked the pipe with the goldcu clog, 
And drank the tea, and ate the dog. 
And kept the heart, — and that 's the ■way 
The match was made, the gossips say- 

I can't deaciibe the wedding day, 
Which fell in the lovely month of May ; 
TSor stop to tell of the Honey-Moon, 
And how it vanished all too soon ; 
Alas ! that I the tmth must speak, 
And say, that in the fourteenth week. 
Soon as the wedding-guests were gone, 

And their wedding-suits hegan to doff, 
MiN-ifs was weeping and ' taking on,' 

For Tie had been trying to 'take her offP 
Six wives before he had sent to Heaven, 
And being partial la number ' Seven,' 
He wished to add his latest pet. 
Just, perhaps, to make up the set. 
Mayhap the rascal found a cause 
Of discontent in a certain clause 
In the Emperor's very liberal laws. 
Which ^ves, when a Golden Belt is wed, 
Six hundred pounds to furnish the bed ; 
11* 
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And if, in turn, he marrj- a score. 
With evory wife six iiimtlred more. 

First he tried to murder Min-Ne 
With a special cup of poisoned tea; 
But the lady, smelling a mortal foe, 

Cried ' Ho-Ho ! — 
I 'm very fond of mild Souchong, 
But you — my love — you make it too Btratig ! 

At last Ho-Ho, the treacherous man, 
Contrived the most infernal plan 
Invented since the world began ; 
He went and got him a savage dog. 
Who'd eat a woman aa soon as a frog, 
Kept liim a day without any prog. 
Then shut hiui up in an iron hin, 
Slipped the bolt, and locked him in ; 

Then giving the key 

To poor Min-Ne, 
Said, ' Love, there 's something you must n't see 
In the chest beneath the orange-tree.' 

Poor, mangled Mis-Nb I with her latest breath, 
She told her father the cause of her death ; 
And so it reached the Emperor's ear. 
And his Highness said, ' It is veiy clear, 
Ho-Ho has committed a murder here I ' 

And lie doomed Ho-Ho to end his life 
By tlie terrible dog that killed his wife ; 



H<,.i-< „ Google 



But in meroj- (let Hs pwtiae be aung I) 
Hjs thirteen brothers were merely hung, 
And ilia slaves bambooed, in the mildest way, 
For a calendar month, three times a day; 
\nd that's the way that Justice dealt 
rith wicked Ho-Ho of the Golden Bolt! 
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TOM BROWJS'8 DAY IN GOTHAM. 



I'll tell yon a story of '.Thomas Beown — 
1 dout mean the poet of Slirojsiiii-e town ; 
Nor the Scotch Professor of wide renown ; 
But ' Honest Tom Brown ; ' so called, ao doubt, 

Because with the sawe 

Identical name, 
A good maay fellows were roving about 
Of wliom the sheriff might prudently swear 
That ' honest ' with them, was a non-esl affair I 

Now Tom was a Tantee of wealth and worth, 
Who lived and throve by tilling the Earth ; 

For Tom had wrought 

As a farmer ougM, 
Who, doomed to toil by original sirming, 
Began — like Adam — at the beginning. 
He ploughed, he harrowed, and he aowefl ; 
He drilled, he planted, and he hoed ; 
He dug and delved, and reaped and mowed. 
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(I iriah I could — but I can't — tell now 
Whethei' he used a subsoil-plougli ; 
Or wJietter, in sooth, he had ever seen 
A r^ular reaping and rating machine.) 

He toot most pains 

With the nobler grains 
Of higher value, and finer tissues 

Whiuh, poBsibly, one 

Xnohned to a pun, 
Would call — like Harper — his ' cereal iss 
With wheat his lands were all a-hlaze ; 
'T was amazing to look at his fielda of maii 

And there were places 

That showed rje-faces 
As pleasant to see as so many Gracea. 

And as for Hops, 

His annual crops, 
(So very extensive that, on my soul. 
They fairly reached from pole M pole !) 
Would beat the guess of any old fogie. 
Or — the longest season at Saratoga I 
Whatever seed did most abound. 
In the grand result that Autumn found, 

It was his plan, 

Though a moderate man, 
To be early running it into the ground 5 

That is to say. 

In another way : — 
Whether the seed was barley or hay, 
Lai^e or little, or green or gray, — 
Provided only it promised to ' pay,' — 
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25-1 TOM brown's day in gothaMt 

Hq never chose to labor in ¥ain 
By stupidly going against tlie gr^n, 
But hastened away, without ataj or stoji, 
And carefully put it into his crop. 

And hfe raised tomatoes 

And lots of potatoas, 
More sorts, in eootb, than I could tell ; 
Turnips, that always turned up well; 
Celery, *11 that he could sell ; 
Grapes by the bushel, sour and sweet ; 
Beets, that certainly could n't be beat ; 
Cabbage — lite some sartorial mound ; 
Vines, that fairly cu-cumberecl the ground ; 
Some pumpkins ^' more than he could house, and 
Ten thousand pears ; (that 'e twenty thousand I) 
Fruit of all kinds and propagations, 
Baldwins, Pippins, and Carnations, 
And apples of other appellations. 
To sum it all up in the briefest space, 
As you may suppose, Brown flourished apace, 
Just because he proceeded, I venture to say, 
In the mdla-retrorstim-vestigi-ons way ; 
That is — if yon "re not University-bred — 
He took Crocket's advice about going ahead. 
At all fhe State Fairs he held a fair station, 
Raised horses and cows and his own reputation ; 
Made butter and money ; took a Justice's niche ; 
Grew wheat, wool, and hemp ; corn, oatUe, and — 

But who would bo always a country-clown ? 
And so Tom Brown 
Sat hinirielf down 
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And, knittiEg bia brow in si studious frown, 
He said, says he : — 

And I think lIi'S. B. will be apt to agree, 
(If she don't, it 's muck the same to me,) 

That I, Tom Brown, 

Should go to town I 
But then, says he, what town ehaU it be ? 
Boston-town is conaid'rably nearer. 
And York is fai'ther, and so will be dearer. 
But then, of course, the Kghts will be queerer ; 
Besides, I 'm told, you 're eurely a lost 'un, 
ff yon once get astray in the streets of Boston. 

York is right-angled ; 

And Boston, rigbtrtangled ; 
And both, I've do doubt, are uncommon new- 
fangled. 
Ah 1 — the ' Smiiss,' I remember, belong to York, 
('T v/as ten years ago T sold tliem my pork,) 
Good, honest traders — I'd like to know them — 
And so — 't is settled — I '11 go to Gotham I 

And so Tom Brown 

Sat himself down, 
With many a smile and never a frown. 
And rode, by rail, to tliat notable town 
Which I really think well worthy of mention 
Aa being America's greatest invention 1 
Indeed, I '11 be bound that if Nature and Art, 
(Though the former, being older, has gotten the 
stai't,) 
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In some now Crystal Palace of suitable size 
Should show their cliefi-d'tetivre, and contend fbl 

the priae, 
The latter would prove, when it came to the scratch, 
Whate'er you may think, no contemptible match ; 
For should old Mrs. Nature endeavor to stagger her 
By presenting, at last, her majestic Niagara ; 
Miss Art -vrould produce an equivalent work 
In her great, overwhelming, unfinished New Tore 1 

And now Mr. Browa 

Was faii'ly in town, 
In that part of Ihe city they used to call ' down,' 
Mot far from tie spot of ancient renown 

As being the scene 

Of the Bowling Green, 
A fountain that looked like a huge tureen 
Hied up witli rocks, and a squirt between ; 
But tJie ' Bowliug ' now has gone where iliey tally 
' The Fall of the Ten,' in a neighboring alley ; 
And as to the ' Green ' — why, that yon will find 
Whenever yon see the ' invi^ble ' kind I — 
And he stopped at an Inn that 's known very well, 
' Delmonioo's ' once ~ now ' Stevens-Hotel ' ; 
(And, to venture a pun which I think rather witty^ 
There 'b no better Inn in this laD-feroous city I) 

And Mr. Brown 

Strolled up town, 
And I 'm going to write his travels down ; 
But if you suppose Tom Brovm will disclose 
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Ite usual ana and foUiea of tUose 

Who leave rural regions to see city-a!iowa-~ 

Tou couldn't well make 

A greater mistalce ; 
For Brown was a man of excellent sense ; 
Could see very well through a hole in a fence, 
And was honest and plain, wittout aham or pre- 

Of sharp, city-learning he could n't have boasted, 
But he was n't the chap to be ea^y roasted. 

And here let me say, 
ia a very dogmatic, oracular way, 
(And I '11 prove it, before I have done with my 

Uy,) 
Not only that honesty 's likely to ' pay,' 
But that one must be, as a general rule, 
At least half a knave to be wholly a fool I 

Of pocfcetboofc-dropping, Tom never had heard, 
(Or at least if be had, he'dftn^tten the word,) 
And now when, at length, the occasion occurred, 
For that sort of chaff he was n't the bird. 
The gentleman argued with eloquent force. 
And be^ed him to pocket tbe money, of course ; 
But Brown, without thinking at all what he said, 
Popped out the first thing that entered his head, 
(Which chanced to be wondrously fitting and true,) 
'No — no — my dear Sir — I'll be frumiif Idol' 
Two lively young fellows, of elegant mien, 
Amused him awhile with a pi-etty machine — 
An ivory ball, which he never had seen^ 
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238 TOM bkown'3 day in gothak. 

But thougli tlie unauapectiug stranger 
In die ' patent safe ' saw no patent daiigei-j 
He eaaly dodged the nefai-ious net, 
Because ' he waa n't accuatomed to bet.' 

Ah I — here, I wot, 

Is exactly the apot 
To make a small fortune aa eaay aa not ! 
That man with the watoh — what lunge he has gc^l 
It 's ' Going — the beat of that elegant lot ~ 
To close a concern, at a desperate rate, — 
The jeweller ruined as certmn as fate I — 
A capital watch I — you may see by the weight -= 
Worth one hundred dollars as easy as eight — 
Or half of that sum to melt down info plate — 
(Brown does n't know 'Peter' from Peter the 
Great) 

But then I can't dwell, 

I 'm ordered to sell, 
And mus'n't stand weeping — jnst look at Hie shell — 
I warrant the ticker t« operate well — 
Hine dollws 1 — it 's hard to be selling it under 
A couple of fifties — it 's cruel, by Thunder I 
Ten dollars I — I 'm offered — the man who secures 
Tills splended — ten dollars! — say twelve, and it's 

' Don't want it ' — quoth Brown — ' I don't wish to 

I^y dollars, I 'm sure, one could n't call high — 
But to see the man ruined ! — Dear Sir, I declare — ■ 
Between two or three bidders, it does n't seem fair ! 
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To knock it off uow were surely a sin ; 

Just wait, my dear Sir, till the people come inl 

Allow me to say, you di^race your position 

As Shei'iff — consid'ring the debtor's condition — 

To sell sacJi a watcli without more competition 1 ' 

And here Mr. Brown 

Gave a very black frown, 
Stepped leisurely out, and walked farther up town. 
To see him stray along Broadway 
In the afternoon of a summer's day, 
And note what he chanced to see and say j 

And what people he meets 

In the narrower sti^eets, 
Were a pregnant thema for a longer lay. 
How he marvelled at those geological chaps 
Who go poking about in crannies and gaps, 
Those curious people in tattered breeches, 
The rag-wearing, rag-picking sons of — ditches, 
Who find in the very nastiest niehea 
A 'decent living,' and sometimes riches; 
How he thought city prices exceedingly queer, 
The 'busses too cheap, and the hacks too dear; 
How he stuck in the mud, and got lost in the qatsr 

A problem too hard for his mental digestion — 
Why — in cleaning the city, the city employs 
Such a very small corps of such very smali boys ; 
How he judges by dress, and accordingly makes, 
By mixing up classes, the drollest mistakes. 
How — as if simple vanity ever were vicious, 
Or women of merit could be meretricious, — 
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He imagmes tlie dashing Fifth- Avenue damea 
The same as the girla with unspealtable names 1 
An exceedingly natural blunder in sooth, 
But, I 'm happy to say, very far from the truth ; 
For e'en at the worst, whate'er you suppose, 
The one sort of ladies can choose their beaux. 
While, SB to the other — but every one Icnowa 
What — if 't were a seeret — I would n't disclose. 

And Mr. Brown 

Returned from town. 
With a bran new hat, and a musKn gown, 
And he told the tale, when the sun was down, 
. How he spent his ef^les, and saved his crown ; 
How he showed bia pluck by resisting the claim 
Of aa impudent fellow who asked his nanie ; 
But paid — as a gentleman ever is willing — 
At the old Park-Gate, the regular shilling 1 
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POST-PB.AKDIAL VERSES. 



Seab Brothera, who sit at this bountiful board, 

Witt excellent yiands so lavishly stored, 

That, in newspaper phrase, 't would undoubtedly 

groan. 
If groaning were but a convlval tone, 
Which it is n't — and therefore, by sympathy led. 
The table, no doubt, is rejoicing instead. 
Dear BrofJierB, I rise, — and it won't be surprising 
If yon find me, like bread, all the better for 

I rise to express my exoeeding delight 
In our cordial ri>umon this glorious night I 

Success to ' Psi Upsilon I ' — Beautiful name 1 — 
To the eye and the ear it is pleasant the same ; 
Many thanks to old Cadmua who made us hie 

debtors, 
By inventing, one day, those capital letters 
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SC3 POBT-PHANDIAL VERSES. 

Which still, from the heart, we shall kcoi^ now to 

apeak 
When we'Te fairly forgotten the rest of oar Greek 1 

To be open and honest ic all that you do ; 

To every high trust to he faithful and true ; 

In aught that eoncemg morality's scheme. 

To be more amhitious to be than to seem, 

To cultivate honor as higher in worth 

Than favor of fortune, or genius, or birth j 

By every eudeavov to render your lives 

As spotless and fair as your — possible wives ; 

To treat with respect all the innocent rules 

That keep us at peace with society's fools ; 

But to face every canon that e'er was designed 

To batter a town or beleaguer a mind, 

Ere you yield to the Moloch that Fashion has reared 

One jot of your freedom, or hair of your beard, — 

All this, and much more, I might venture to teach, 

Had I only a ' call ' — and a ' license to preach ' — 

But Mnce I have not, to my modesty true, 

1 11 lay it ali by — as a layman should do — 

And drop a few lines, tipt with Momua's flies, 

To angle for shiners — that lurk in your eyes I 

May you ne'er get in love or in debt with a doubt 

As to whether or no you will ever get out ; 

May you. ne'er have a migtress who plays the 

cor(uette, 
Or a neij ^bor who blows on a cracked clarionet ; 
May yoH earn the first use of a lock on your floor, 
And ne'' like Adonis, be killed by a bore; 
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Shun canting and canters with resolute fori,e, 
(A ' canter ' ia shocking, except iji a horse ;) 
At jovial parties mind what you are at, 
Beware of yonr head and take eare of jonr hat, 
Lest jou find that a favorite eon of your mother 
Has a brick in the one and an ache in the other ; 
May you never, I pray, to worry your life, 
Have a weak-minded friend, or a strong-minded 

A tailor dietrustftJ, or partner suspicious ; 
A dc^ that 13 rabid, or nag that is vicious ; 
Above all — the chief blessing the gods can im- 

May you keep a clear head and a generous heart ; 
Remember 't is blessed to give and forgive ; 
Live chiefly to love, and love while you livej 
And dying, when life's little journey is done, 
May your "ast, fondest sigh, be Pst Umu-ok I 
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LINES ON MY TimiTY-KINTH BIRTHDAY 



s will not stay I 
Another year lia.3 rolled away ; 
And June (tlie second) scores the lina 
That tells me I am Thirty-nine 1 

Afl thua I haste the mile-stones by, 
I mark the numbers with a agh ; 
And yet "t is idle to repine 
I Ve come so soon to Thirty-nine ! 

0, few that roam this world of ours, 
To feel its thorns and pluck its flowers, 
Hrve ti'od a brighter path than mine 
From blithe thirteen to Thirty-nine ! 

IIea,lth, home, and friends, (life's solid part,) 
A merry laugh, a fresh, young heart, 
Poeljo dreams, and h>ve divine — 
Have I not Uiese at Tbirty-nine f 

O Time I — forego fliy wonted spite, 
And lay thy future lashes light, 
Aiid, trust me, I will not repine 
At twice the I'ount of Thirty-nine 1 
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SOBKET TO — .= 

Thtnb 13 an eveivuhanging beauty ; now 
With that proud look, so lofty yet serene 
In ita high majesty, thou seem'at a queen, 

With all her diamonds blazing on her brow ! 

Anon I see, — as gentler thoughts arise 

And mould thy features in their sweet control, — 
The pure, whit^ ray tiat lights a mwden'a soul. 

And struggles outward tJu-ough her drooping eyos ; 

Anon they flash ; and now a golden light 
Bursla o'er thy beauty, like the Orient's glow. 
Battling thy shoulders' and ihy bosom's snow. 

And all the woman beams upon my sight I 
I kneel unto the queen, like knight of yore ; 
The mcud 1 love ; the woman I adore I 
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■IHE COCKNEY. 

Iv was ill my tbi'cign travel, 

At 3s famous Flemisli mn, 
That I met a stoutish person 

With a very ruddy akin ; 
And his hair was something sandyj 

And was done in knotty curls, 
Aiid was parted in the middle, 

Ie the mauner of a girl's. 

He was clad m checkered tronseis, 

And his coat was of a sort 
To suggest a scanty pattern, 

It was bobbed so very short ; 
And his cap was very httle, 

Such as soldiers often use ; 
And he wore a pair of gaiters. 

And extremely heavy shoea. 

I addressed the man in English, 
And he answered in the same, 

Though he spoke it in a fashion 
That I thought a IJtflo laJiio; 
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Wiere the letter should have been, 
Bnt where'er it was n't wanted, 
He was snre to put it iu I 

When I epoke with admiration 

Of St. Peter'H migbty dome, 
He remarked : ' 'T is really nothing 

To the sights we 'ave at 'ome ! ' 
And declared upon his honor,— 

Though, of course, % was very queer, - 
That he doubted if the Eomans 

'Ad the Sart of making beer I 

When I named the Colosseum, 

He observed, ' 'Tis very fair; 
I mean, ye know, it wo'uld be, 

If they 'd put it in repair ; 
Bnt what progr^s or Simpovement 

Can those curst ffitalians 'ope 
'Wliile they 're Sunder the dominion 

Of that blasted muff, the Pope ? ' 



Then we talked of other c< 

And he said that he had heard 
That Hamericans spoke Hinglish, 

But he deemed it quite /labsurd; 
Yet he felt the deepest /(interest 

In the missionary work, 
And would like to know if Geot^ 

Was in Boston or New York I 
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When I left the msD-iii-gaitei-a, 

He was grumbling, o'er his gin, 
At the charges of the hostess 

Of that famoua Flemish inn ; 
And he looked a very Briton, 

(So, methinks, I see him. still) 
As he pocketed the candle 

That was mentioned in the liill ! 
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LOVE'S CALENDAR, 



O, SINCE 't is decreed by the en-vious Fatea, 

All deaf to the clamoriiig heart, 
That the truest and fondest of conjugal mates 

Shall o(t&u be sighing apart ; 

Since the Days of our absence are many and sad. 
And tie Hours of our meeting are few ; 

Ah ! what in a case so exceedingly bad, 
Can the deepest philosophy do? 

Pra,y -what can we do -" unfortunate elves, 

Unconscious of folly or crime — 
But make a new Calendar up for ourselves, 

For the better appraisal of time ? 

And the Hours alone shall tlie Calendar fill, 
(While Blanks show their distance apart,) 

Just sufficiently near to keep off the chill 
That else might be fretzing the heart ; 
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And eaoli Hour shall be sucli a glorioua hour, 
Its jnomeDts so precious and dear. 

That. in breadth, and in depth, and in bliss-g 
power, 
It may fairly be rackoced a year 1 



AUGUSTA. 



"Handsome and baughtyl"- 

Prom !ipa which were never accustomed tfl malicej 
A girl with a presence superb as her name, 

And charmingly fitted for love — in a palace I 
And oft I have wished (for in musing alone 

One's fancy is apt to be very erratic) 
That the lady might wear — No 1 I never wiU own 

A thought so decidedly undemocratic ! — 
But if't were a corone/ — this I '11 aver. 

No duchess on earth could more gracefully weal 

And even a democrat — thiniing of her — 

Might surely be pardoned for wishing fo shore it I 
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J.E FEDAGOGme: 



BiGHTB learned is je Pedagogue, 
Fiille apt to reade and spelle, 

And eke to teaelie ye ]iarta of speechOj 
And strap ye urolilus wclie. 



For as 'i is moote to soake ye feet«, 
Ye ailinge heade to mende, 

Ya younker's pate to stiraulate, 
He beats j'e other ende ! 



Eighte lordlie is ye Pedagogue 

As any tiirbaned Turke ; 
For welle to rule ye District Scliocitec 

It is no idle worke. 



For oft Kebellion Inrketh there 
In breaste of secrete foes, 

Of malice fnlle, in waite to pulle 
Xe Pedagogue his nose I 
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S PEDAGOGCH. 



Sometimes he lieares with trembling fearse, 

Of ye iingodlie rogue 
On misoliieffs bent, with felle intent 

To licke ye Pedagogue 1 



And if ye Pedagogue he smalle, 

When to ye batteil led, 
In such a plights, God sende him mights 

To bi'eake ye rogue his heade 1 



Daye after daye, for little paya, 

He teaoheth what he can. 
And hears ye yoke, to please ye folke. 

And ye Committee-man. 

vui. 
Ah I many crosses hath he borne. 

And many trials fbunde, 
Ye while he trudged ye district through. 

And Ywarded rouude and rounde 1 



Ah ! many a ateaie hath he devoured, 
That, by ye taate and sighte, 

Was in disdaine, 'twas very plaine. 
Of Daye his patent righte I 
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FuIIe solemn k ye Pedagogue, 
Amonge ye noisy churls, 

Yet other while he hath a, smile 
To give ye handsome girls ; 



And one,— ye fayrest mayde of all,— 

To cteere Ms wayninge life, 
Sh^ll ho, when Springe ye flowera shall brings 

Ye Pedagogue lus wife I 
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THE LAWXEK'S VALENTIHE. 
I'm notified, — fair neighbor mine,—" 

That this — the Term of ValenUne - 
I3 Oupid'3 Special Seasioa. 

Permit me, therefoi'e, to report 

Myfiulf, on this ocoauon, 
Quite ready to proceed t« Court, 

And File my Declaration. 

I 'ts an Attaclmient for you, too ; 

A legal and a strong one ; 
O, yield unto the Proceaa, do ; 

Nor let it be a long one I 

No scowling bailiff lurks behind 5 

Ho 'd be a preuiom noddy, 
Who, failing to Arrest tiie mind, 

Should go and Take the Body ' 

For though a form like yours might throw 

A sculptor ia distraction ; 
I could n't serve a Capias — no ^ 

I 'd scorn HO base an Action ! 
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THB) lawyer's 

0, do not tell me of yoiir joutb, 

And turn away dcmiirel)' ; 
For though you 're very young, in trinJi, 

You 're uot an Infant surely I 

The Case is everything to me ; 

My heart b love's own tissue ; 
Don't plead a Dilatory Plea; 

Let 's have the General Issue ! 

Or, — ainee you 've really no Defence 
Why not, this present Session, 

Omitting all absurd pretence. 
Give judgment by Confesaon ? 

So shall you be my lawful wife 5 
And I — your faithful lover — 

Be Tenant of your heart for Lifej 
With no Bemainder over ! 
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AJSTACEEONTIC. 

TO A BEAUTIFUL STRANIiEB. 

A GLANCE, a smile, — I see it yet 1 — 

How strange to tell I — we aearcely met, 
And yet I felt a pang at parting 1 

And you — (alas that all tlie while 
T is / alone who am eonfeasing I ) 

What thought was lurking is your Bmile 
la quite beyond my simple gueaang. 

i only know those beanung rays 
Awoke in me a strange emotion, 

Which, basking in their warmer blaze, 
Perhaps might kindle to devotion. 

Ah ! many a heart as stanch as this, 
By smiling lips allured from Duty, 

Has sunk in Passion's dark abyss, — 

' Wrecked on the coral reefs of Beauty I ' 

And so, 't is well the trfun's swift flight 
That bore away my charming stranger, 

Took her — God bless her ! — out of sight, 
And me, as quicHy, out of danger I 
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THE CHOICE OF KING MIDAS. 



OR, TOO MUCH OP A GOOD TmNCl. 



MlDAS, King of Phry^, several thousand years ago, 
Was a very worthy monarch, aa the classic annals 

show — 
You may read 'em at your leisure, when you have 

a mind to doze, 
In the finest Latin verses, or in choice Hellenio 



Now this notahle old monarcb, King of Phry^a, ai 



(Of whose roya! state and character there might 

be vastly more said,) 
Though he occupied a palace, kept a very open 

And had still a ready welcome for the sti-anger and 
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Mow it chanced that old Siteniis, who, it seems, had 
lost his way, 

Following Bacchus through tbe forest, in the pleas- 
ant month of May, 

(Wliicli was n't very singular, for at the present day 

The followers oi Bacchm very often go astray — ) 



Came at last to good J£ing Midas, wlio received 

him in his court, 
Gave him comfortable lodgings, and — to out the 

matter short — 
With aa much coadderation treated weary old 

!^enus, 
As if the entertainment were for Mercwy or Vemis, 



Mow when Bacchus heard the story, he proceeded 

to the king, 
And saya he, ' By old SSenvs you have done the 

handsome thing ; 
He 'fl my much reapected tutor, who has taught me 

how lo read, 
And I 'm Eure your royal kindness should receive 

its proper meed ; 



So 1 grant yon full permission to select your own 

reward; 
Choose a gift to suit your fancy, — something worthy 

of a lord I ' 
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THB CHOICE OF KIMG JUDAS, 279 

' Svis Bncche .' ' cried tie monarct, ' If I do not 

make too bold, 
Let whatever I may handle he ti-aiismiited into 

gold!' 



MiDAB, sitting down to dinner, sees the answer tc 

his wish, 
For the tnrbot on the platter turns into a golden fish ! 
And the bread between his fingers is no longei 

wheaten bread, 
But the slice he tries to swailow is a wedge of gold 



And the roast he takes for miittou fills his moutli 

with golden meat, 
Very tempting to the vision, but extremely liard to 

And the liquor in his goblet, very rare, select, and old, 
Down the monarch's thirsty throttle runs a stream 
of liquid gold I 



Quite disgusted with his dining, he betakes him t*j 

his bed; 
But, alas I the golden pillow does n't rest his weaty 

Nor does all the gold around him soothe the mon= 

arch's tender skin; 
Golden sheets, to sIcL^py mortals, might as well he 

sheets of tin I 
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Now pool" Midas, etraigiit repenting of his rash aad 

fboliali clioioe, 
Went to Bacchus, and assured him, in a very plain- 

TLat hk golden gift was working in a manner moaS 

unpleasant ; 
And the god, in sheer compassion, toolc away tha 

&tal present. 

MOKAL. 

By this mytholo^c story we are very plainly told, 

That, though gold may have its uses, there are bet- 
ter things than gold; 

Tiiat a man ma^y sell his freedom to procure the 
shining pelf j 

And that Avarice, thoajju 5". preaper, BtiJl contriTes 
to cheiit itself j 



H<,.i-< „ Google 



WHERE THERE'S A WILL THERE'S 
WAY. 

Aut viam ineetAmt, atitfacitaa. 

It -was a noble Roman, 

In Rome's imperial day, 
Who heard a coward croaker, 

Before the Castle, aay •- 
' They 're safe in such a lortrean j 

There is no way to ehake it ! ' 
( On — onl' exclaimed the hero, 

' I 'UJind a «My, or mirf» U ! ' 

Is Fame your aspiration 1 

Her path is steep and high ; 
In vain he seeks her temple. 

Content to ga^e and sigh : 
The shining throne ia .raitjtig, 

But he alone can take it 
Who says, with Roman firmness, 

' I 'UJind a way, or make it 1' 

Is Learning your ambition ? 

There is no royal road ; 
Alike the peer and peasant 

Must climb to her abode : 
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Wlio feels the Ihirst of knowledge, 
In Helicon may slake it, 

If he has still tlie Roman will 
' Thjind a way, or make U I' 

Are RicTies viovth the getting ? 

They must be bravely sougllt ; 
With wishing and with fretting 

The boon cannot be bought '. 
To all the priao is open, 

But only he can take it, 
Who says, with Roman coui'^e, 

' I'll find a may, oc make U !' 

In Lov^s impasaoned warfare 

The tale has ever been, 
That victory crowns the valiant, -~^ 

The hrave are they who win : 
Though strong is Beauty's castle, 

A lover still may take it. 
Who says, with Eoraan daring, 

' I'll find a wai/, or make ii / 
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SAIHT JONATHAN. 

There 's maJi}' an excellent Saint, — 

St. George, with liis dragon aad lance J 
St. Patrick, so jolly and quaint ; 

St. Vitus, the saint of tUe dance; 
St. Denis, the saint of tlie Gaul ; 

St. Andrew, tlie saint of the Scot ; 
But Jonathan, youngest of all, 

la the mightiest saint of the lot I 

He wears a most seiioTis face, 

Well worthy a martyr's possessing; 
But it is n't all owing to grace. 

But partly to thinking and guessing; 
In sooth, our American Saint, 

Has rather a secular bias, 
And I never have heard a complaint 

Of his being exeessivelj' pious I 

He 's Emd of financial improrement. 
And is always extremely inchued 

To be starting some practical movement 
For mending the morals and mind. 
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284 SAINT JOKAIHAES. 

Do you ask lae what wonderful labora 

St. Jonathan ever has done 
To rant with his Calendar neighbors ? 

Just listen, a moment, to one : 

One day when a flash in the fur 

Split his meeting-house fairly asunder, 
C^uoth Jonathan, 'Hotv — I declare — 

They 're drea<!ful!y careless with thunder I 
So he featened a rod to the steeple ; 

And now, when the lightning cornea round, 
He keeps it from building and people, 

By running it into the groimd ! 

Reflecting, with pleasant emotion, 

On the capital job he had done, 
Quoth Jonathan, ' I have a notion 

Lnprovementa have barely b^un ; 
Wnothing'a created in vain, — 

As mittistera often inform ns, — 
The lightning that 's wasted 't is plain, 

Ifl really somethinj 



While ciphering over the thing, 

At length he discovered a plan 
To caf^b the Electrical King, 

And malce hun the servant of man 1 
And now, in an orderly way. 

He flies on the fleetest of pinions, 
And caniea the news of the day 

All over his mastei-'s dominions ! 
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One moruiug, while taking a stroll, 

He heai'd a lugubrious cry— 
Like the shriek of a suffering soul •— 

la a Hospital standing near by ; 
Anon, such a terrible groan 

Saluted St. Jonathan's eai-, 
Tbat hia bosom — which was u't of stone — 

Was melted with pity (o hear. 

That night he invented a chami 

So potent that folks who employ it, 
In losing a leg or an arm, 

Don't suffer, but rather enjoy it 1 
A miracle, you must allow. 

As good aa the best of his brothers," -— ■ 
And blessed St. Jonathan now 

la patron of cripples and moHersI 

There 's many an excellent Siunt, — 

St. George, with his dragon and lancei, 
St. Patrick, so jolly and quaint ; 

St. Vitus, the saint of the dance ; 
St. Denis, the SMnt of the Gaul; 

St Andrew, the saint of the Scot; 
But Jonathan, youngest of all, 

Is the mightiest saint of the lot! 
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SOKG OF SARATOGA. 

' Pkay, what do tiey do at tlie Springs ? 

The questjon is eas7 to ask ; 
But to answer it fiilly, my dear, 

Were rather a serious task. 
And yet, in a bantering way, 

As the magpie or mocking-bird angs, 
I Tl venture a bit of a song 

To tell what they do at the Springs ! 

Imprimis, my darling, they drink 

The waters so sparkling and clear j 
Though the flayor is none of the beat, 

And the odor exceedingly queer; 
But tlie fluid is mingled, you know. 

With wholesome medicinal things, 
So they drink, and they drink, and they drink, " 

And that's what they do at the Springs I 

Then with appetites keen as a knife, 
They hasten to breakfast or dine ; 

(The latter precisely at three ; 
11116 fomicr from seven till niiie.) 
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Ye gods 1 what a rustle and rash 

When the eloquent dinner-bell rings 1 

Then thej eat, and tbey eat, and they oat,— = 
And liat 's what they do at the Springs ! 

Sow they stroll iu the heaiiliful walks, 

Or loll in the ahade of the trees ; 
Where many a whisper is heard 

That never ia toM by the breeze ; 
And hands are commingled with hands, 

Eegardlees of conjugal rings ; 
And they flirt, and they flirt, and they flirt,— 

And tliat 's what tliey do at the Springs ! 

The drawing-rooms now are ablaze, 

And music is shrieking away; 
TEEPSicnORE governs the hour, 

And Fashion was never so gay I 
An arm round a tapering waist — 

How closely and fondly it clings: 
So they waltz, and they waltz, and they waltB, —. 

And that 'a what they do at the Springs 1 

In short — as it goes in the world — 

They eat, and they drink, and they sleep ; 
They talk, and they walk, and they woo ; 

They Mgh, and they laugh, and they weep; 
They read, and they ride, and they dance ; 

(With other unspeakable things ;) 
They pray, and they play, and they pay, — 

And that 's what they do at the Springs i 
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IBE POllTEATis 



A PEKTTy picture liangs before my view ; 
The face, ' ia little,' of a Southern dame, 
To me unknown (though not unknown fo feme) 

Sa^e by the lines the cunning limner drew. 

So grandly Grecian is the lady's head, 
I took her for MineiTa in disguise ; 
But when I mtu'ked the winning lips and eyes, 

1 thought of Aphrodite, in her stead ; 

And then I kissed her calm, unanswering mouth 
(The piclure 's mine 1 ) as any lover might, 
In the deep fervor of a nuplial night, 

And envied hifu who, in the ' Sunny South,' 
Calls her his own whose shadow can impart 
Such vei^ Bunahine to a Northern hea^'t I 
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EPIGRAMS. 

OM A PiMOCa WATER-BDIT. 

Mt wonder is really bouildless 

'l^t among tlia quaer casea we try, 

A land-case should often be gronndles 
And a watei'-oase always be dry I 

KISSINO CASDISTRT. 

When Sakah Jane, tie moral Misa, 
Declares 't is very wrong to kiss, 

111 bet a ehilling I see through it; 
The damsel, fairly undBistood, 
Feela just as any Chiistian should, — 

She 'd rather suffer wrong than do \% ) 

THE LOST OHAIiACTBE. 

Julia is much concerned, God wot. 
For the good name — alie has n't got j 
So mortgagors are often known 
To guard the soil they deem their own 
Aa it forsooth, they did n't know 
The land was fwieit long ago 1 
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KEVEltamG THE 

Mama, just at twenty, swore 
That no man less than sis feet ibUF 

Should be Ler chosen one. 
At tbis-ty she is glad to fix 
A a^use exactly four feet silt, 
As better tar thaa none I 

TO A POETICAL CORRKSPOHDBHffi 

Rose hints she is n't one of those 
"Wio bave the ^ of writing prose ; 
But poetry ia une aulre chose, 
And ([uite an easy tbing to Rose ! 
As if an artist flhould decline, 
For lack of skill, to paint a sign, 
But, try him in the landscape line. 
You '1! find his genius quite divme I 



» Whehuvee I marry,' says masculine Asa', 
'I»-mst really insist upon wedding a man/' 
Bn ■■ what if the man (for men are hut human) 
*?> old ba equally nice about wedding a teomaii i 



Three Paris compose a proper speech, 
(So vnse Quintilian's maxims teach,) 
But LoQUAX never can get through, 
In Ids orations, more than two. 
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EPIGRAMS. 29 i 

He does n't fitiet at the ' Be^nning ; ' 
Hi3 ' Middle ' comes as eure as Binniag ; 
Indeed, the whole one might commend, 
Could he contrive to make an 'End!' 

TOE THBKE WIVKS; A JUBILATIOS. 

Mt First was a lady whose domiaaat passion 
Was thorough devotion to parties and fasbioft ; 
My Second, regardless of conjugal duty, 
Wag only the worse for her wonderful beauty ; 
My TOrrf was a vixen in temper and life. 
Without one essential to make a good wife. 
Juhilatet at last in my freedom I revel, 
For I'm clear of the World, and the Flesh, asifl 
the DeTil ! 
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THE PKESa 



A vfORTiiY parson, onoa upon a time, 
Weary of list'ning to tlie sober rhyme 
That, of a winter's evening, chanced to fell 
From a young poet in a lecture hall. 
His disappointment openly confessed, 
And thus his censure to a friend expressed ; — 
' The poem, Sir, is well enough no douht, 
But 60 much preaching one could do withone; 
A little wit had pleaded me more by half; 
I did n't come to learn, I came to laugh I ' 

So goes the world ; his very soul to save 
They will not let poor Horleq^uin be grave ; 
But vote him weaker than a vestry-mouse, 
Unless, like Samson, he brings down the house ! 
Alas I to-day, if such a rule prevail, 
My soher muse were surely doomed to fail ; 
Her subject grave demands a Bcrious song, 
And trival treatment were ignobly -wrong. 
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Tet let me hope that e'er my scng te done, 
When satire cornea to puaisli with a pun, 
Some pleasant fiincy may your hearts beguile, 
And win the favor of an answering smile. 

I fling the Press [ sweet Enchantress, bring 
Fit inspiration for the theme I wag, 
The Art of Arts, whose earliest, freshest fame, 
With fierce debate, three rival cities claim ; 
The glorious art, that, scorning Iiumbler birth, 
Came at a bound upon tbe wondering earth," 
FuU-armed and strong her instant might to prove, 
A new Minerva from the brain of Jove! 

1 marvel not that rival towns dispute 
Where first the goddess set her radiant foot ; 
That blest Mayonee, with honest pride, should bo:wt 
Tbe wondrous Bible of her wizard Faust ; 
That Haarlem, jealous of her proper fame, 
Erects a statue to her Coster's name ; 
While Strasburg's cits contemning all beside, 
Vaunt their own hero with an equal pride. 

How shall tbe poet vectm* to explain 
Where plodding History labors still in vain 
To solve the mystery — tbe vexing doubt 
That only deepens with the deepening shoot 
Of angry partisans ? Tbe Muse essays 
The dangerous task, and thus awards the baya !— 
Where counter claims tbe highest merit bide. 
If large the gift, 'tis fairest to divide. 
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291 THE PRESS. 

Honor to all who shared a ooble part 
To find, to clieriali, or adorn tlie art ; 
Honor to him who, with enraptured eye, 
Firet aaw the nymph descending from the sky ; 
Honor to him, whate'er his name or land. 
The fij^ to lineel, and kias her royal hand ; 
Thrice honored he who, piercing the disguise 
That barred her beauty from ohtuser eyes, 
First gave her shelter, when the dusky maid 
Knocked at his door ia homely garb arrayed, 
And found at length, beyond liis hopes or prayers, 
He 'd wooed and won an angel unawai'es 1 

1 sing the Press ; alas, 't were much the same 
As though the Muse essayed tJie trump of fame ; 
Though something harsh and grating in its tone, 
She keeps a mightier trumpet of her own, — 
The which, while Freedom's banner ia unfurled, 
Shall swell her pieana through the wondering 
world ! 

iStrange is the sound when first the notes begin 
Where human voices blend with Vulcan's din ; 
The click, the clank, the clangor, and the sound 
Of rattling rollers in their rapid round ; 
The whizzing bait, the sharp metallic jar, 
Like clashing spears in fierce chivalric war; 
The whispering birth of myriad flying leaves, 
Gathered, anon, in countless motley sheares, 
Then scattered far, as on the winged wind, 
The mortal nurture of th' immortal mind ' 
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I'm fond of booksi; 'tis pleasant to behold 
In various appai^el, new anil oU, 
The quaint array of welJ-adjuatod tomes 
That grace tha mantcli of our rural homeg; 
The BiblB, Bunyaa, Baxtof , and a aeore 
Of colder h'ghia, &om Hume to Ilannah More; 
Eipe with great thoughta and histories, or foil 
Of pious homilies, devout and dull. 
Hor do I. scorn those lialf-foi^ottan boots 
That lie neglected ia obscurer nooks 
"Wiere poets mould, and critic-spiders spin 
Their flimsy lines to mouk tlie lines within 1 
For here the curious questioner may find 
The pi'egnant hint that in some ampler mind 
Grew to a thought, and honora now-Jibe page 
That beams the brightest on tlie present age. 

I love vast libi'aries ; revere tlie fame 

Of all the Ptolemies j and each other name, 

^milius, Augustus, Ci'assus Ctraar, all 

The old collectors, whey^or great or small. 

Who helped the cause of learning to advance, — 

Tr^an and Bodley, Charles the Wise of France, 

Kings, nobles, knighla, who, anxious of renown 

Beyond the fame of gartei', spur, or.crown, 

And wiaely pjurident against decay, 

(Since parcliraeat lives while marble melts away,) 

Beared to their honor literary domes. 

And grew immortal in immortal tomes I 

Grand are the pyramids, adhough the stones 
Are but the mnvis of rotten human bon™ 
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£96 TBE PEEJSS. 

That beai', alas ! nor name, nor crest, nor dat* 
To show the world their former regal state. 
Compared with these, how noble and sublime 
The garnered excellence of everj- clime 
Keared in vast Pantheons, and finely wrought, 
From Bill to cap-stone, of immortal thought ! 

Here, e'en the sturdy democrat may find, 
Nor scorn their rank, the nobles of the mind ; 
While kings may learn, nor blush at being shown 
How Learning's patenta abrogate their own. 
A goodly company and fair to see ; 
Eoyal plebeians ; earls of low degree ; 
Beggars whose wealth enriches every elime ; 
Princes who scarce can boast a mental dime; 
Crowd here together like the quaint array 
Of jostling neighbors oil a market day. 
Homer and Milton — can we call them bUnd ? — ■ 
Of godhke sight, the viBion of the mind; 
Shakespeare, who calmly looked creation throngh, 
' Es.hau8ted worlds, and then imagined new ; * 
Plato the sago, so thoughtful and sereae, 
He seems a prophet by his heavenly mien ; 
Shrewd Sot;rates, whose philosophic power 
Xaatippe proved in many a trying hour| 
And Aristophaues, whose humor run 
In vaiu endeavor to be-* cloud ' the sun ; " 
Majestic jfEschylns, whose glowing page 
Holds half the grandeur of the Athenian stage; 
Pindar, whose odes, replete with heavenly fire. 
Proclaim the master of the Grecian lyro ; 
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Anaereon, famed for many a luscious line 
Devote to Veniia and the god of wine. 

I lote vast libraries; yet thei-e is a doubt 
ffone be better with tbem or -ffithout, — 
Unless he use them wisely, and, indeed, 
Knows the high art of what and how to read. 
At Learning's fountain it is sweet to drink, 
But 'tis a nobler privilege to think; 
And oft, from books apart, the thirsting nund 
May make the nectar which it cannot find, 
'Tis well to borrow from the good and great; 
T is wise to learn ; 't is godlike to create 1 

Here is a story which my propose suits; 
'Tis told by Biditer of the author Was — 
A poor lone scholar who, in ui^ent need 
(Or so he thought) of learned books (o read, 
Wept o'er big poverty, lamenting sore, 
(The while a catalogue he pondered o'er,) 
Of all the charming works tliat met his eye, 
Not one, alas I his meagre purse could hny. 
While musing thus, Hue racked invention brought 
To weeping Wiiz fiar onee a lucfey thought: 
• Eureka I ' cried the scholar, with a roar, — ■ 
As ArcJiimedes shouted once before, — 
' I have it ! — True, my purse is rather scant, 
But then this catalogue shows what I want. 
And so who cares for poverty or pelf? — 
I'll take my pen and write the boots myself I' 
Whore be our authors now V The noble band 
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Dwindles Jpace from off tlie faauElied land. 
Scarce a round dozen, iit the best, remain 
Of all who once, among tlie authov-Erain, 
Wrote books like scholara ; — nor esteemed It hard, 
Geniua like Virtue was its own reward. 

O gentle Irving I — thon whom every grace 

Of wit and learning gave the highest place 

In tlie proud synod of the old regime. 

In al! tliy dreaming, didst thou ever dream 

To aee thy craft a mere mechanic art, 

The servile minion of the bookish mart? — 

When authorship should be the merest trade, 

And men make books as hats and boots are made? 

Didat ever dream to aee the wondrous day 

When the vexed prea^ should spawn the vast array 

Of trashy tomes that on the public burst, 

So fast, they print the ' Tenth Edition ' first ? 

Tlioa hast not read tliem. God forbid 1 It racks 

One's brains enough to aee their brazen backs. 

Yet thou wilt smile, I know, when thou art told 

That with each book the buyer too is ' add ' j 

That soou the pufling ai-t shall aD be vain, 

And sense and reason rule the town again. 

Sweet to the traveller ia the urchin's chimes, 
Proclaiming, ' 'Ere 'a your TSrald, Tribune, Times ! 
Those lively recoids of the pasang day, 
That catch the echo, ere it dies away, 
Of battle, bravery, sudden death, and all 
That human minds can strirtle or appall" 
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Marriage and murder ; tiings of differeni name, 
Alas 1 that oft the two sLovild be the same I 
Letters describing merry rural scenes ; 
Ship-news, and, often, news for the mannes ; 
Fortune's biTght favors, and MiafortTine'a shoela j 
The fall of Huugaiy and the fall of stocks ; 
The important page that f«Ils the thrilling tale 
How Empires rise, and ' Eed Eepuhlica ' feil j 
How England's lion, loitering in his lair. 
Essays in vain toi fright the Eusdaii bear ; 
How France, bemoaning the expensive wai', 
Would give her ' Louis,' to save her louis-d'or ; 
While the poor Turk, whom hapless luck attends, 
Cries, ' Gracious Allah I save me from my frienda 1 ' 
I have a neighbor, of eKoentrle views. 
Who has a mortal hmror of the news j 
As lessons are to boys, when long aud hard ; 
Spiders, to ladies ; censure, to a bard ; 
To losers, bets ; to holdei's, railway stock ; 
Lectures to husbands, after ten o'clock ; 
Bacon to Hebrews, or to Quakers, war ; 
Sijualls to a sailor, or a bachelor ; 
To Satan praj^r-books, or to lalam, wine, 
So are ' the papera ' to this Mend of mine. 
Ton "ve but to ask him, in the common way, 
The usnal question, and to your dismay. 
He 11 pour, romoi-seless, o» your tingling ear. 
Such streams of satire aa you 11 quake to hear. 
'The News? — Tliank Heaven U- I'm not the 

man ta know, 
1 do not take the papers ; you can go, 



H<,.i-< „ Google 



K jou possess the patience aud tie pelfi 

And read tbe Ijiiig journals for youi-aelf ; 

I hiite, despise, detest, abhor them all, 

Hebdomadal, dinrnal, great, and small. 

The News, indeed I — pray do yon call it newa 

When shallow noddles publish shallow yiews ? 

Pray, is it news that turnips should he bred 

As large and hollow as the owner's head ? 

News, that a clerk should rob his master's hoard, 

Whose meagre salary scarcely pays his board 7 

News, that two knaves, their spurious ftiendahip o'er, 

Should toll the truths which they concealed before ? 

NeiBs, that a maniac, weary of his life, 

Should end his sorrows with a rope or knife ? 

News, that a wife should tiolat* the vows 

That bind her, loveless, to a tyrant spouse ? 

Neil's, that a daughter cheats pateraaJ rule, 

And weds a scoundrel to escape a fool ? — 

The news, indeed 1 — Such matters are as old 

As sin and folly, mst and must and mould ; 

Nor fit to publish even when, in sooth, 

By merest chance the papers tell the truth 1 ' 

So raves my friend, — a worthy man enough, 
But in hia ntterance rather rude and rough j 
Fond of extremes, and so esceeding strong. 
E'en in the right he 's often in the wrong. 
One of those people whom yon may have seen, 
(You know them always by their nervous mien,) 
Who when they go a-fishing in the well 
Where Truth, the angel, is supposed to dwell, 
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So very tougUy knock tie nympU about, 
She kicks the bucket ere she 's fairly out I — 
Yet, if they wouldj the noble lords of print, 
E'en from my tHend, might take a wholesome hint. 

O for a pen with Hogarth's genius rife 
To paint the scenes of Editori^ life. 
The tale, I know, is rather trite and old, 
And yet, perchance, it may be fi'Cslily told, 
As some plain cJisli, a simple roast or stew, 
Takes a new flavor in a French ragout 

Scene — a third story in a dismal court, 
Wiere weary printera juat at eight resort; 
A dingy door that with a rattle shuts ; 
Heaps of ' Exchanges,' much adorned with ' cuts ; ' 
Pens, paste, and paper on the table strewed ; 
Books, to be read when they have been reviewed; 
Pamphlets and tracts bo very dull indeed 
That only they who wrote them e'er will read ; 
Mine letters, touching themes of every sort, 
And one mth money — just a shilling short — 
Lie scattered round upon a common levcL 
PEKSONB — the Editor; enter, now, the Devil! — 

There 'a later news perhaps you 'd liie to quote ; 
' Tlie aUies storming with prodigious foroe, 
S'ios-to-pol is down I ' ' Set it up, of course.' 
'And, Sir, that murder's done — there's only left 
One larceny.' 'Pray don't omit the theft.' 
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' And, Sir, about Ihe mob — the matter 's fat ' — 
' The mob ? — that 's wrong — pray just distribute 

' And here 's aa article has come to lumd, 

A reglar, 'rig'nal package ' — ' Let tJiat stand 1 ' 

E2:it the imp of Faust, and enter noiv 

A fierce eubsoriber with a scowling brow ; — 

' Sir, curse your paper i — send tlie thing to ' =' 

Well, 
The place he names were impolite to tell ; 
Enough to know the hero of the Press 
Cries, ' Thomas, change the gentleman's address ! 
We'E send the paper, if the post will let it, 
Where the subscriber will be sure to get it I ' 

Who would not be an Editor ? — To write 
The magia ' we ' of such euonaoas might ; 
To be Eo great beyood the common span 
It takes the plural to express the man j 
And yet, alas, it happens oftentunes 
A uait serves to uumber all hia dimes 1 
But don't despise him ; there may chance to be 
An earthquake lurking in his simple ' we 1 ' 

In the close precincts of a dusty room 
That owes few losses to the lazy broom. 
There aits the man ; yon do not know his name, 
Brown, Jones, or Johnson — it is all the same — 
Scribbling away at what perchance may seem 
An idler's musing, or a dreamer's dream; 
His pen runs rambling, hke a straying steed ; 
The ' we ' he wiitoa seems very ' wee ' indeed j 
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But mark lie change ; beliold the wondrous powei' 
Wrought by the Press in one eventiul hour; 
To-night, 't 13 harnileB3 aa 3 mwden's rhymes ; 
To-morrow, thunder in the London lamest 
The nunistry dissolvM that held for years; 
Her Grace, the Duohess, is dissolved in tears ; 
The Bothschilds qnail; the charch, the army, 

Tlia very kingdom to ita oenti-e shakes ; 

The Cora Laws fall; the price of bread comes 

Thanks to tie ' we ' of Johnson, Jones, or Browa 1 

Firm in the right, the daily Preas should hs 
The tyrant's foe, the champion of the free ; 
Fflithiul and constant to its sacred trust ; 
Calm in its utterance ; in its judgmenfa, just ; 
Wise in its teaching ; nncorrapt, and strong 
To speed the right, and to denounce the wrong. 
Long may it be ere candor must confess 
On Freedom's shoi'es a weak and venal Press. 



H<,.i-< „ Google 



H<,.i-< „ Google 



MOTES. 

NoTB J. Paga "i, 

' Jb ^lom, for dice, thai Duti^mev, ai'o no! iM.' 

Pete Boujicmra aorionsly asked 'if a Germrniconld baa 



bnitBted ftom the opening coaptet ' 



'Slid stoqpB to tonguer in a Gredaa cwve.' 
Terence, who wrote comediea a little more than tvra 
aionsand jears ngo, thus Hlludes to Ihia and s. kindred 
«iiBlom ihea pi'svaleut nmong die Boman glrla;-— 

' Vii'gines, quan matres stndenR 
Demiasia hu.meda esse, vlncto norpore, nt graniloa flant.' 
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